
This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 
to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 
to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 
publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 

We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain from automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attribution The Google "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 



at |http : //books . google . com/ 



THE 
THIRTY-SEVENTH VOLUME 

O F T H E 

ENGLISH POETS; 

CONTA ININO 
THE SECOND PART OF 

GAY. 



Vot. XXXVII. a 



THE 

WORKS 

OF THE 

ENGLISH POETS. 

WITH 

PREFACES, 

BIOGRAPHICAL AND CRITICAL, 

BY SAMUEL JOHNSON. 



VOLUME THE THIRTY-SEVENTH. 




LONDON: 



YRINTXD BY H. GOLDNXT; 



FOR 7.BUCKLANDy J. RTVINOTON AND SONS, T. PAYNE AND 
SON, L.OAVlk, B. WHITK A^D SON, T. LONGMAN, B. tAWy 
J.DODSLEY, H. BALDWIN, J.R0B80N, CDILLY, T.CADELL, 
J. NICHOLS, J. JOHNSON, G. G. J. AND J. ROBINSON^ 
R. BALDWIN, M. L. GARDNER, P. ILMSLY, T. EVANS, 
G. NICOL. LEIGH AND SOTHEBY, J. B EW, N. CONANTy 
J. MUKRAY, J. SEWELL. W. GOLDSMITH, W> R1CHARD80N» 
T. VERNOR, W. LOWNDES, W, BENT, W. OTR1DGE, T. AND 
J. EG E ETON, 8. NAYK8, R. PAVLDER, J, EDWARDS, G. AND 
T. WILKIE, W. NICOL, OGILVY AND SPXARE^ %CKTC^^"Ka 



l^Oi 



iv\ 






^^-zi 



.^* 



THE 

POEMS 



O F 



JOHN GAY. 



Vox,, xxxvn. B 



I J 1 

> P E M i 
By Mr. GAY. 

I— MM II 

T A L E S^ 



AN ANSWER 
TO THE SOMPNER*S PROLOGUE OF CHAUCfiR. 

IN IMITATION OF CHAUCER'S STYLE, 

^T^HE Sompncr leudly hath his prologue told, 
-■■ And fainc on the Freers his tale japing and bold ; 
How that in Hell they fearchen near and wide. 
And nc one Freer in all thilke place efpyde : 
But lo ! the devil tum'd his erfe about. 
And twenty thoufand Freers wend in and out* 
By which in Jeoflfiy's rhyming it appears. 
The devil's belly is the hive of Freer*. 
Now liffaieth lordings ! forthwith ye fhall hear. 
What happen'd at a houfe in Lancaihire. 
A mifere that had londs and tenement. 
Who raketh from his villaines taxes and rent, 

B z 0\\w't\ 
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Owned a houfe which empty e long yftood. 
Full deeply fited in a derkning wood ; 
Murmring a fhaliow brook runneth along, 
Mong the round ftones it maken doleful fong. 

Now there fpreaden a rumour that everich night 
The rooms yhaunted been by many a fprite ; 
The miller avoucheth, and all thereabout* 
That they full oft' hearen the hellilh rout ; 
Some faine they hear the jingling of chains. 
And fome hath yheard the pfautries ftraines. j 
At midnight fome the heedlefs horfe ymeet. 
And fome e(pien a corfe in a white (heet. 
And ©other things, faye, elfin, and elfc. 
And fhapes that fear createn to itfelfe. 

Now it fo hapt, there was not ferre away. 
Of grey Frcers a fair and rich Abbaye, 
Where liven a Freer ycleped Pere Thomas, 
Who daren alone in derke through church-yerds pafc. 

This Freer would lye in thilke houfe all night. 
In hope he might efpyen a dreadful fprite. 
He taketh candle, beades, and holy watere. 
And legends eke of Saintes^, and bookes of prayere; 
He entercth the room, and looketh round about. 
And hafpen the door, to hafpen the goblin out. 
The candle hath he put clofe by the bed> 
And in low tone his ame marye faid. 
With water now befprinkled hath the flowe. 
And maken crofs on key-hole of the doore. 
Ne was there not a moufe-hole in thiHce place. 

But -he ycroifcd hath by God his grace : 

rli 
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He croffed hath this, and ek^ he crofled tliat. 
With iineJlicite and God Icno^s what. 

Now he goeth to bed and lieth adown. 
When the clock had jufl flricken the twelfth foun* 
Bethinkethhim now what the caufe had ybeen. 
Why many fprites by mortals have been feen. 
Hem remembreth how Dan Plutarch hath yfed 
That Caefar's fprite came to Brute his bed ; 
Of chains that frighten crfl Artemidorc, 
The tales of Pline, Valere, and many more. 

Hem thinketh that fome murdere here been done. 
And he mought fee fome bloodye ghoil anone. 
Or that fome orphlines writings here be ftor'd. 
Or pot of gold laine deep beneath a board : 
Or thinketh hem, if he might fee no fprite. 
The Abbaye mought buy this houfe cheap outright. 

As hem thus thinketh, anone afleep he lies. 
Up fhu:ten Sathanas with faucer eyes. 
He turned the Freer upon his face downright, 
Difplaying his nether cheeks full broad and white. 
Then quoth Dan -Sathanas as he thwacked him fore> 
Thou didil forget to guard thy poftern-dore. 
There is an hole which hath not crofled been : 
Farewel, frpm whence I came, I creepen in. 

Now plain it is ytellen in my verfe. 
If Devils in hell bear Freers in their erfe. 
On earth the Devil in Free^-s doth ydwell ; 
Were there no Freers, the Devil mought keep m Hell. 

B 3 WORK 
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WORK FOR A COOPER, 

A TALE. 

A M AN may lead a happy life, 
^^ Without that needful thing a wife : 
This long have lufty Abbots known. 
Who ne*er knew fpoufes— of their own. 

What though your houfe be clean and neat. 
With couches, chairs, and beds compleat ; 
Though you each day invite a friend, 
' Though he fhould every difh commend ; 
On Bagftiot-heath your mutton fed. 
Your fowls at Brentford bom and bred ; 
Though pureft wine your cellars boaft. 
Wine worthy of die faireft toaft ; 
Yet there arc other things required : 
Ring, and let 's fee the maid you hir'd.— 
Blefs me ! thofe hands might hold a broom ». 
Twirl round a mop, and wafh a room : 
A batchelor his maid fhould keep. 
Not for that fervile ufe to fweep ; 
Let her his humour underftand. 
And turn to every thing her hand. 
Get you a lafs that 's young and tight, 
Whofe arms are, like her apron, white. 
What though her ihift be feldom feen. 
Let that, though coorfe, be always clean ; 
She might each mom your tea attend. 
And on your wrift your ruffle mend ; 

Then, 
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Then, if you lureak a rogoiik jeft. 
Or fqueeze her kand, or pat her breaft> 
She criea. Oh, deat Sir, don^'t \>t naaght I 
And blnfhes fpeak her laft night's fanlt* 
To her your hots(hold cares confide^ 
Let your keys jingle at her £de. 
A footman's blunders teaze and fref ye ; 
Ev'n while yoa chide, you fmile on Betty* 
Difcharge him then, if he 's too fpruce ; 
For Betty *« kit his mafter's ttfe. 

Will yoa your amofo/us fancy baulk. 
For fear fome pntdiih neighbour talk f 
But you '11 obje^, thtft you 're afraid 
Of the pert freedoms of a maid. 
Befides, your wiier heads will fay. 
That fhe who turns her hand this way. 
From one vice to another drawn, 
WDl lodge ycfur fifvcr^fpoons in pawn. 
Has not the homely wrmkled jade 
More need to learn the pilfering trade ? 
For love aril Betty's wants fupplies. 
Laces her (hoes, her manteau dyes« 
All her ftuff-fuits (he flings away. 
And wears thread-fattin every day. 

Who then a dirty drab would hire. 
Brown as the hearth of kitchen-fire ; 
When all muft own, were Betty put 
To the black duties of the flut. 
As well (he fcours or fcrubs a floor. 
And iUll is good for fomething more ? 

B 4 Thus^ 



. ■ •■-'■" .^^^f^intnt all this time, 

<» **" ,. ^ Bfois a Prieft full fair, 
"^ Tw* *?* ^^ ciifped hair ; 
^^ T lyrttf '<^* ^^^ '^^^^ ^^^ fleek, 
^ * W b«il^n^ ^^ ^ cheek ; 
*^iw' *^ cloyfter-grates he fate, 
^■^ jhJ talk'd of this and that 
, *j**«j'y» the Nuns lamented 
Xrf jDuhle-bars were e'er invented, 
.■fcf Jh* wanton wife confeft, 
«dk downcaft eye, and heaving breaft; 
1^ flroak'd her cheek to flill her fear, 
Ind taUf'd of fms en ca<valUr ; 
Uach time enjoin'd her penance mild, 
;Uid fondled on her like his child. 
At every jovial goffip's feaft 
pere Bernard was a welcome gueft ; 
Mirth fuiFer'd not the leall reflraiiit. 
He could at mil (hake off the faint ; 
Nor frown 'd he when they freely fpoke. 
But (hook his. fides, and took the joke ; 
Nor fail'd he to promote the jefl, 
Xnd fhar'd the fms which they confeft. 



^ T A L E S. 
Yet, that he might not always roaiDf 
Tie kept conveniencies at home. 
His maid was in the bloom of beauty^ 
Well-limb*d for every (bcial duty ; 
He meddled with no houihold cares. 
To her xx)Rfign*d his whole affairs : 
She of his ftudy kept the keys. 
For he was ftudious— of his eafe : 
She had the power of all his lodes. 
Could rummage every chefl: and box; 
Her honefty fuch credit gain'd. 
Not ev'n the cellar was reftrain'd. 

In troth it was a goodly (how, 
Lin'd with fiiU hogfheads all a-row. 
One veflel, from the rank remov'd, 
JFar dearer than the reft he lov'd; 
Pour la bonnt louche 'twas fet afide. 
To all but choiceft friends deny'd. 
He now and then would fend a quart. 
To warm fome wife's retentive heart, 
Againft cpnfeflion's fullen hour : 
Wine has all fecrets in its power. 
At common feails it had been wafle. 
Nor was it fit for layman's tafte. 
If monk or friar were his gueft. 
They drank it ; for they know the beft. 
Nay, he at length fo fond was grown. 
He always drank it when — alone. 

Who fhall recount his civil labours. 
In pious vifits to his neighbours i 
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WheneVitieak fanfbands went aftray. 
He guefs*d their wires were in the w^ : 
Twas then hit charity was fhown* 
He chofe to fee them when alone. 

Now was .he bent oa cockoldom : 
He knew friend Dennis was from home : 
His wife (a poor negteded beanty. 
Defrauded of a httftamd^s <^ty) 
Had often told him at cosiMkm, 
How hard ihe ftn^gkd 'gainft tranfgrefliofl. 
He now refolves, in heat of blcxxl. 
To try how firm her virtue ftood. 
He knew that wine (to bve beft aid) 
Has oft' made bold the fhame-fac'd maid. 
Taught her to romp, and take more freedoms. 
Than nymphs train*d-iip at Smith's or Needham*s, 

A mighty bottle ftrait he chofe. 
Such as might give two Friars their dofe* 
Nannette he call'd : the cellar-door 
She ftraighc unlocks, defcends before ; 
He followed clofe. But when he fpies 
. His favourite caik ; with lifted eyes 
And lifted hands aloud he cries, 
Heigh-day ! my darling wine aftoop ! 
It muD: alas ! have fpr^ng a hoop. 
That there 's a leak is paft all doubt, 
(Reply'd the maid)— Pll find it out. 
She fets the candle down in hafte. 
Tucks her white apron round her waift. 

The 
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The hogfliead's mouldy fide afcends ; 
She ftraddles wide, and downward bends : 
So lovr (he iloo^ to ieefc the ibw» 
Her coats rofe up, her mafter faw— 
I fee — he cries— (then dalpt her faft) 
The leak through which my wine has pa(L 

Then all in haik ^e naid defoended* 
And in a trice the leak wat mended. 
He found in Nannette all he w«nbed» 
So Dennis' brows remain'd nnpbmted. 

Ere fbce this time, all lofty Friars 
(Warm'd with prcdominattt defircs. 
Whene'er the flefti with (pirit quftrrdsy 
Look on the fex as leaky barrets. 
Beware of thefe, ye jealous ^Knifes! 
From fuch-like coopers guard your houfes ; 
For, if they find not work at home. 
For jobbs thnmgh ail the town they roa»« 
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THE EQUIVOCATION. 

A T A L E- 

A N Abbot rich (whofe tafle was good 
*^ Alike in fcience and in food) 
His Bifhop had refolv'd to treat ; 
The Bifhop came, the Bifhop eat. 
*Twas filence, till their ftomachs fail'd; 
And now at Hereticks they rail'd. 
What Hetefy (the Prelate faid) 
Is in that Church where Priefts may wed I 
Do not we take the Church for life ? 
But thofe divorce her for a wife ; 
Like laymen, keep her in their houies. 
And own the children of their fpoufes. 
Vile prafldces I the Abbot cry'd. 
For pious ufe we 're fet afide ! 
Shall we take wives ? Marriage at beft 
Is but carnality profeft ! 

Now, as the Bilhop took his glafs. 
He fpy'd our Abbot's buxom lafs. 
Who crofs'd the room ; he mark'd her eye 
That glow'd with love ; his pulfe beat high. 
Fye, father, fye, (the Prelate cries) 
A maid fo young ! for fhame, be wife. 
Thefe indifcretions lend a handle 
To lewd lay-tongues, to give us fcandal. 
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For your vow's fake, this rule I give t* yt ; 
Let all your maids be turn'd of fifty. 

The Prieft replyM, I have not fwerv^d,^ 
But your chafle precept well obferv'd : 
That lafs full twenty-five has told ;^ 
I 've yet another who 's as old ; 
Into one fum itheir ages caft ; 
So both my maids have fifty paft. 

The Prelate fmil'd, but durft not blarney 
For why ? his Lordfhip did the fame. 

Let thofe who reprimand their brothers,. 
Fijril mend the faults they find in others^ 
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A TRUE STORY 

O P A N 

APPARITION. 

OCepticks ( whofe ftrength of argument makes out> 
^ That wifdom's deep enquiries end in doubt) 
Hold this afTerdon poiitive and clear. 
That fprites are pure delufions, rais'd by fear. 
Not that fam'd ghofl, which in prefaging found 
Caird Brutus to PHlippi's fatal ground. 
Nor can Tiberius Gracchus' goary fhade, 
Thefe ever-doubting difputants perfuade. 
Straight they with fmiles reply, Thofe tales of old 
By vifionary priefts were made and told. 
Oh, might fome ghoft at dead of night appear. 
And make you own conviftion by your fear I 
I know your fneers my eafy faith accufe. 
Which with fuch idle legends fcares the Mufe : 
But think not that I tell thofe vulgar fprites, 
♦ Which frighted boys relate on winter nights. 
How cleanly milk-maids meet the fairy train. 
How heedlefs horfes drag the clinking chain. 
Night-roaming ghofts, by faucer eye-balls knowB> 
The common ipedlres of each country-town. 
No, I fuch fables can like you deipife. 
And laugh to hear thefe nurfe-invented lies. 
Yet has not oft' the fraudful guardian's fright 
Compell'd him to reftore an orphan's right ? 

And 
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And ctn we doubt tlat horrid gliofb ttceni, 
Whick on the confcioas mwderer's fteps attend? 
Hear theii> and let attefted tmtk prevail; 
From faithful lips I learat the dreadful tale. 

Where Arden's foreft fpreads its limits wide> 
Whofe branching paths the doubtful road dinde^ 
A traveUer took his fditary way> 
When low beneath the lulls was fiuik the day. 
And now the fldes with gathering darknefs lour» 
The branches mftle with the threatened ihower; 
With fodden blafts die foreft murmurs loud. 
Indented lightnings cleave the fable cloud. 
Thunder on thunder breaks* die temped roars^ 
And heaven difcharges all its watery ftores. 
The wandering traveller fhelter feeks in rain. 
And fhrinks and (hivers with the beating rain : 
On his fteed's neck the flacken'd bridle lay* 
Who chofe with cautious ftep th' uncertain way ; 
And now he checks the rein* and halts to hear 
If any noife fbretdd a village near. 
At length from far a fbeam of light he feet 
Extend its level ray between the trees ; 
Thither he fpeeds^ and* as he nearer came> 
Joyful he knew the lamp's domeitic flame 
That trembled through the window ; crofs the way 
Darts forth the barking cur, and ftands at bay. 

It was an antient lonely houfe* that flood 
Upon the borders of the fpacious wood ; 
Here towers and antique battlements arife* 
And there in heaps the moulder'd ruin lies* 

Some 
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Some Lord diis maniion held in days of yore. 
To chacc the wolf, and pierce the foaming boar t 
How chang'd, alas, from v^t it once had been I 
'Tis now degraded to a public inn. 

Straight he difmounts, repeats his loud commands ^ 
Swift at the gate the ready landlord (lands ; 
With frequent cringe he bows, and begs excufe> 
His houfe was full, and every bed in ufe. 
What not a garret, and no fbraw to fpare ? 
Why dken the kitchen-fire and elbow-chair 
Shall ferve for once to nod away the night. 
The kitchen ever is the fervant'a right. 
Replies the hoft ; there, all the fire around. 
The Count's tir'd footmen fnore upon die ground.. . 

The maid, who Men'd to this whole debate. 
With pity learnt the weary ftranger's fate. 
Be brave, (he cnes^ you ftill may be our guefl i 
Our haunted room was ever held the beft : 
If then your valour can the fright fuftain 
Of rattling curtains and the clinking chain ; 
If your courageous tongue have power to talk. 
When round your bed the horrid ghoft (hall walk t 
If you dare a(k it, why it leaves its tomb ; 
I'll fee your (heets well air'd, and (hew the room. 
Soon^ as the frighted maid her tale had told. 
The (banger enter'd, for his heart was bold. 

The damfel led him through a (pacious hall. 
Where ivy hung the half-demoli(h'd wall : 
She frequent look'd behind, and changed her hue,. . 
While fancy tipt the candle's flame with blue^ 

And 
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And now they gain'^d the winding flairs' afceat^ 
And to the loneforae room of terrors went. 
When all was ready, fwift retir'd the maid. 
The watch-lights burn, tuck'd warm in bed was laid 
The hardy ftranger, and attends the fprite 
Till his accuilom'd walk at dead of night. 

At firft he hears the wind with hollow roar 
Shake the loofe lock, and fwing the creaking door *; 
Nearer and nearer draws the dreadful found 
Of rattling chains, that dragg'd upon the grounds 
When !o, the fpe6lre came with horrid 'ftride, 
Approach'd the bed, and drew the curtains wide ! 
In human form the ghaftful phantom ilood, 
Expos'd his mangled bofom dy'd mth blood. 
Then, filent pointing to his wounded breail. 
Thrice wav'd his hand. Beneath the frighted gueft* 
The bed-cords trembled, and with (huddering fear. 
Sweat xrhill'd his limbs, high rofe his briilled hair ; 
Then mattering hafty prayers, he mann'd his heart. 
And. cry 'd aloud; Say, whence and who thou art? 
The ilalking ghqft with hollow voice replies. 
Three years are counted fmce with mortal eyes 
I faw the fun, and vital air refpir'd. 
Like thee benighted, and with travel tir'd. 
Within thefe walls I dept. O thirft of gain ! 
€ee, ftill the planks the bloody mark retain. 
Stretch'd on this very bed, from fleep I ftart. 
And fee the. fteel impending o'er my heart ; 
The barbarous hoftefs held the lifted knife. 
The floor ran purple with my gufhing life. 

Vol. XXXVIIv C My 
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My treafure now they feize> the golden fpoilt 
They bury deep beneath the grais-grcynrn foil* 
Far in the common field. Be bold, arife. 
My fleps fliall lead thee to the fecret prize ; 
There dig and find ; let that thy care reward-; ■ 
Call loud <m juftice, bid her not retard 
To puniih piurdpr ; lay my ghofl at reft : 
$^ ihall with peace fecure thy nights be bleft ; 
And> when beneath thefe boards my bones are foundr 
X|cs:eot inter t)iem in fome facred ground. 

Hereceas'd the ghoft.The ib-anger fjuings from bed^ 
And boldly follows where the phantom led : 
The half-worn ftony ftairs they now de^ccmd. 
Where pai&ges obfcure their arches bend. 
Silent they walk ; and now through groves they pafs^ 
Now through wet meads their fteps imprint the gxkfs^ 
At length amidil a fpacious field they came : 
There flops the fpe^lre, and afc^ds in fliwe. 
Amaa^'d he ftood> no bufh or brier was lbii»4> 
To teach his morning fearch to find the grourid. 
What could ho do ? the nigiit was hideous dark. 
Fear Utiook his joints* and nature dropt the mark : . 
With that he Parting wak'd,. an4 rsia'^ his h^ad,. 
But found the golden mark was left ia bed. 

What i«.the ftatefinan's vaft ambitions ichem^j, 
But a fhort vifion and a golden dream ? 
P6wer«.weakh> and title^ elevute his hope ; 
He wakes : but* for a garter* finds a rope. 

THE 
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THE 

M A D-D O O- 

A T A L E, 

A PRUDE, at mom and evening prayws. 

Had worn her velvct-cnfhion bare ; 
Upward' file taught her eyes to rolU 
As if (he watch'd her foaring foulj 
And, when devotion warm'd the croud. 
None fung, or fmote their breaH fo load i 
Pale Penitence had mark'd her face 
With all the meagre iigns of grace. 
Her xoafi-book was compieatly lin'd 
With painted Saints of various kind : 
But, when in every page ihe viewed 
Fine Ladies who the fleih fobdu'd. 
As quick her beads (he counted o'er. 
She cry'd— Such wonders art no more ! 
She chofe not to delay confeffion. 
To bear at once a year's tranfgreflkm ; 
But ev«ry week fet all things even. 
And balanced her accounts with Heaven. 

Behold her now in humble guife. 
Upon her knees with down-call eyes 

C 2 %t^t^ 
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Before the Prieft : fhe thus begins. 
And, fobbing, blubbers-forth her fins : 
, *' Who could that tempting man refift ; 
" My virtue languifii'd, as he kifs'd ; 
'* I ftrove — till I could ftrive no longer : 
*' How tan the weak fubdue the ftronger ?'* 

The Father afk'd her where and when ? 
How many ? and what font of men ? 
By what degrees her blood was heated ? 
How oft' the frailty was repeated ? 
Thus have I feen a pregnant wench 
All flufti'd with guilt before the bench : 
The Judges (wak'd by wanton thought) 
Dive to the botJtom of her fault ; 
They leer^ they fimper at her fhamc. 
And m^e her call all things by name. 

And now to fentence he proceeds, 
Prefcribes how oft' to tell her beads ; 
Shews her what Saints could do her good* 
Doubles her fafts, to cool her blood. 
Eas'd of her fins, and light as air. 
Away fhe trips, perhaps to prayer. 
•Twas no fjich thing. Why then this haflc ? 
The clock has flruck, the hour is pafl ; 
And, on the fpur of inclination. 
She fcorn'd to bilk her afTignation. 

Whate'er fhe did, next week Ihe came. 
And pioully conf'cit the fame. 

T 
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The Prieft, who female frailties pity'd, 
Firft chid her, then her fins remitted. 

But did fhe now her crime bemoan 
In penitential fheets alone ? 
And was no bold, no beaflly fellow 
The nightly partner of her pillow ? 
Nd, none : for next time in the grove* 
A bank was confcious of her love .. 

Confeflion-day was come aboutr 
And now again it all mud out. 
She feems to wipe her twinkling eyes : 
•* What now, my child ?*' the Father cries. 
*' Again !" fays fhe. — With threatening looks. 
He thus the profbate dame rebukes : 

" Madam, I grant there 's fomething in it, 
** That virtue has th* unguarded minute ; 
** But pray now t^ll me what are whores, 
** But women of unguarded hours ? 
•* Then you muft fure have loft all fhame.. 
*' What ! every day, and ftill the fame, 
*' And no fault elfe ! 'tis ftrange to find. 
•* A woman to one fin confm'd ! 
" Pride is this day her darling paflion, 
" The next day Slander is in fafhion ; 
** Gaming fucceeds ; if Fortune crofles, 
" Then Virtue *s mortgag'd' for her loiTes ;; 
•* By ufe her favourite vice fhe loaths, 
** And loves new follies like new cloaths : 
** But you, beyond all thought unchafte, 
*' Have all fm center'd near your waift 1 

C 3 ** WtVftXVKJ^ 
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«• W&esor is dii lyfiingi i» i 
«« SxT, miiiM, fill ywar i 
'* OriskhBHrxanil^dfet 
«« Tbot most let YMR ftec^ ift q[«iet r 
She tsfis yai aor, ipkk ■cebrft irakr, 
Tkzr iie ka4 Bmr «r^a try < 

Nor W2S dfeOClEMIV^ S IB^-M < 

WU^ (as iie iniac>d«il idft'd) {!«» wd; 

FHftfctkfirTQiiakMUBQdi 
ThePiietR|il3r*dU uk mkws fny* 

•^ DoAon bf Tiims wmys, we tad* 
<« TceatthcfediflaBpeTso^lkewBd. 

'< Ixt gaudy ribbands be dnvM 
«< To her wiip raves with iconifbl pride ; 
" And, if rel^oa crack her nodQiis, 
«' Lock-cp her Tohnaes of devoiioiis ; 
•* Biit» if far man her rage piCYail, 
*' Bar her the fight of crcatares male. 
•« Or cUc, to cure fiidi Tenom'd bites> 
«< And fet the ihatt^'d thoughu arights ; 
" They fend you to the ocean's ihore, 
*' And plunge the patient o'er and o'er.'' 

The dame rcply'd, " Alas ! in vain 
•< My kindred fbrc'd me to the main ; 
*' Naked, and in the face of day : 
** Lock not, yc fifbeisien, this way ! 

•• Wha 
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'« What virgin bad not dotie as I did f 

*' My mdtleft hand^ by nature gmded, 

** Debarred at once ftom hiraian eyes 

■< The feat where fsodale honour lies ; 

" And> though thfice di^ from top to to^j 

'' I ftill feanr'd dLe foft below, 

'' And guarded it with gral^ (b faft 

^< Not one drop diiough my fiagdM pail, 

" Thus owe I to my bafhful care, 

•• That all the rage is fettled there." 

Weigh well the projedts of mankind ; 
Then tell me. Reader, canft thou find 
The man from madnef& wholly free ? 
They all are mad — fave you and me» 
Do not the ilalefman, fop, and wit. 
By daily follies prove they 're bit ? 
And, when the briny cure they try'd. 
Some part flill kept above the tide ? 

Some men (when drench'd beneath the wave) 
High o'er their heads their fingers fave : 
Thofe hands by mean extortion thrive. 
Or in the pocket lightly dive : 
Or, more expert in pilfering vice. 
They burn and itch to cog the dice* 

Plunge-in a courtier ; ftrait his fears 
piredt his hands to ftop his ears. 
And now truth feems a grating noife. 
He loves the (landerer's whifpering voice j 

C 4 He 
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He hangs on flattery with delight'. 
And thinks all fiilfome praife is right. 
All women dread a watery death : 
They (hot their lips, to hold their breath ; 
And> though you duck them ne'er fo long. 
Not one fait drop e'er wets their tongue : 
*Tis hence they fcandal have at will» 
And that this member ne'er lies ftilL 
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Q.IIIDNUNK I'Si 

A 

' T A L B. 

OCCASIONED. 

By the-DBATH of theDvrs Regent of France; 

TJ O W vain are mortal man's endeavours ? 

*^ (faid, at dame Elliot's *, matter Travers) 

Good Orleans dead ! in truth 'tis hard : 

Oh, may all ftatefmen die prepared! 

I do forefee (and. for fore-feeing y 

He equals any man in being) 

The army ne'er can be difbanded". 

— I wifh the King were fafbly landed'. 

Ah, friends ! great changes threat the land ; 

All France and England at a fland ! lO 

There 's Meroweis — mark ! ftrange work ! 

And there 's the Czar, and there 's the Turk ; 

The Pope — An India merchant by. 

Cut Ihort the fpeech with this reply : 

" Jll at a ftand ? You fee great changes ? 15 
'* Ah, Sir! you never faw the Ganges. 
'^ There dwell the nations of Quidnunki's 
*' (So Monomotapa calls monkies) : 

" On 

* A cofFec«houfe near St- Jamea^s* 
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On their bank, from bough to bough. 

They meet and chat (as we may now) . 20 

Whifpers go round, they grin, they fhrug, 

Theybow, they ftarl, Aey fcratch, they hug ; 

And, juft as chance or whim provoke them. 

They either bite thei!r friends, or ftroke them. 

•• There have I feen fomc adUve prig* zj 

To fhew his parts, beflride a twig : 

Lord ! how the chattcnng tribe admH-e^. 

Not that be '& wifer, b«t he 's Hgher ^ 

All long to try the venturous thing 

(For power is but to have one's (wing) ; 30 

From fide to fide he fprings, he fpumsj. 

And bangs his foes and friiends by tunis« 

Thus, as in giddy freaks he bounces. 

Crack goes the twig, and m he flounces f 

Down the fwift ftream the wretch is borne ; 35: 

Never, ah never, to return I 

" Zounds ! what a fall had our dear brother;, 

Morbleu ! cries one ; and Damme ! t'other. 

The nations give a general fcreech ; 

None cocks his tail, none claws his breech ; 40^ 

Each trembles for the public weal. 

And for a while forgets to fteal. 

** A while, all eyes, intent and fleddy, 

Purfue him, whirling down the eddy. 

But, out of mind when out of view, 4^ 

Some other mounts the twig anew ; 

And bufinefs, on each monkey-fliore. 

Runs tbe £uQe tuack it west befi>re.'\ 

FABX-ES. 
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FABLES. 

IN TWO PARTS- 

*' Shall not my Fables ceafitre vice^ 

•* Becaofe a knave 19 ovcr-nke ? — 

<< If I laik vke ift general B&ioA^ 

*' Is 't I apply, er fetf-<u)nviia]on ? 

** Brutes are my theme. Am i to Uarnei 

** If men in morals are die £nie? 

" I no man call or ape or aik; 

«< 'Tis his own confcienCe holds the glafs* 

•* Thus void of all ofience 1 write : 

•< Who claims the Fable, knows his right.*' 

PROL. TO SHIP. WEEK. 



INTRODUCTION TO THE FABLES. 
PART THE FIRST. 

THE SHEPHERD AND THE PHILOSOPHER. 

•n E M OT B from cities^ liv'd a Swain, 
•*^^ Unvex'd with all the cares of gain ; 
His head was filver'd o'er with age. 
And long experieAce. made hioi-fage ; 
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In fummer's heat, and winter's cold, 5: 

He fed his flock, and penn'd the fold ; 
His'hours in cheerful labour flew. 
Nor envy nor ambition knew ; 
His wifdom and his honeft fame 
Through all the country rais'd his name 10 

A deep Philofopher (whole rules 
Of moral life were drawn from fchools) 
The Shepherd's homely cottage fought,. 
And thus explor'd his reach <tf thought. 

Whence is thy learning ? hath, thy toil rj 
O'er books confum'd the midnight oil ? 
Hall thou old Greece and Rome furvey'd,. 
And the vaft fenfe of Plato weigh'd I 
Hath Socrates thy foul refin'd. 
And haft thou fathom'd Tully's mindl? 20 

rOr, like the wife Ulyfles, thrown. 
By various fates, on realms unknown. 
Haft thou through many cities ftray'd. 
Their cuftoms, laws, and manners, weigh'd ? 

The fliepherd modeftly reply 'd, 25 

' I ne'er the paths of learning try'd ; 
Nor have I roam'd in foreign parts, 
Tp read mankind, their laws and arts ; 
For man is praAis'd in difguife. 
He cheats the moft difcerning eyes : 30 

Who by that fearch Ihall wifer grow,. 
When we ourfelves can never know ? 
The little knowledge I have gain'd, 
, Was all frpm fimple Nature drain'd ; 

Hence 
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Kence my life's maxims took their rifei^ 35 

-Hence grew my fettled hatfe to vice. 

The daily labours of the bee 
Awake my foul to indufby : 
Who can obferve the carefhl ant, 
-And not provide for future want? .40 

My dog (the trufliefl of his kind.) 
With gratitude inflames my mind ; 
I mark his true, his fiuthful way« 
And in my fervice cqpy Tray. 
^ i)n conilancy and nuptial love;« 4S 

I learn my duty from the dove. 
The hen, who from the chilly air. 
With pious wing, protedls her care« 
And every fowl that flies at large, 
JLnftruds me in a j)arent!s charge. 50 

From Nature, too, I take my rule. 
To fliun contempt and ridicule. 
I ^ever, with important air. 
In converfation overbear. 
Can grave and formal pafe for wife, 55 

When men the folemn owl defpife ? 
My tongue within my lips 1 rein 4 
For who talks much muft talk in vain. 
We from the wordy torrent fly : 
Who liftens to the chattering pye ? £0 

Nor would L, with felonious flight. 
By Health invade my neighbour's right. 
Rapacious animals we hate ; 
Lites, hawks, and wolves, deferve their fate. 
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Do not M jtft abhorrence find {5 

Againft the msd and f(n-pent4ciiid f 

But Envy, Calumny, cuid Spite, 

Bear fbonger venom in their bite. 

Thus every ohjbGt of creation 

Can fumifh hints to contemplation ; yo 

And, from the moft minute and mean» 

A virtuous mind can morals glean. 

Thy fame is juft, die Sage replies ? 
Thy virtue proves thee truly wife. 
Pride often guides the author's pen 1 •^^ 

Books as afiedied are as men : 
But he who fhtdies Ni^nre's laws. 
From certain truth his maxims draws ; 
And thofe, widKWt our fchools, fuifice 
To make men moral, good, and wife. to 
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TO HIS HIGHNES 

WILLIAM DUKE OF CUM 
F A 5 L E 1 

THE LlON*THE T.VOBR»AND THi 

A CCEPT, young Prince! th 
*^ And in thefe Talks mankir 
With early virtues plant your brej 
The ipedous arts of vice 4ete(l. 

Pnnces> like beauties^ from th< 
Are ftrangers to the voice of Trut 
Learn to contemn all praife betim 
For flattery *s the nurfe of crimes : 
Friendfhip by fweet reproof is (ho 
(A virtue never near a throne) : 
Jn courts fuch freedopi mufl ofTcnd 
There none prefumes to be a frien 
To thofe of your exalted ftation. 
Each courtier is a dedication. 
Muft I, too, flatter like the rell. 
And turn my morals to a jeft ? 
The Mufe difdains to ileal from t} 
Who thrive in courts by fulfome p 

But (hall I hide your real praife 
Or tell you what a nation fays ? 
They in your infant bofom trace 
The virtues of your royal race ; 
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In the fair dawning of your mind, 
Difcem you generous, mild, and kind : 
They fee you grieve to liear diftrefs, «j 

And pant already to redrefs, . f 

Go on, the height of good attain. 
Nor let a nation hope in vain : 
- For hence we juftly may prefage 
The virtues of a ^-iper age. 3* 

True courage ftiall your bofom fire. 
And future adions own your fu-e. 
Cowards are cruel ; but the brave 
Xove jijercy, and delight to favc. 

A lyger, roaming for his prey, 35 

Sprung on a Traveller in the way; 
The proftrate game a Lion fpies. 
And on the greedy tyrant flies : 
With mingled roar refounds the wood. 
Their teeth, their daws, dilHl with blood ; 4* 
Till, vanqmfh'd by the Lion's ftrength, . . 
The fpotted Foe extends his length. 
The Man befought the fhaggy Lord, 
.^nd on his kne^s for life implor'd. 
His life the generous hero gave. 45 

Together walking to his cave. 
The Lion thus befpoke his gueft : 

" What hardy beaft fhall dare conteft 
•** My matchlefs ftrength ? You faw the fight, 
*« And muft atteft my power and right. 50 

*• Forc'd to forego their native home, 
" My ftarving flavcs at diftance roam. 

^* Within 
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** Within thcfe woods I reign alone ; 
** The boundlefs foreft is my own. 
^* Bears, wolves, and all the favage brood, 55 
" Have dy'd the regal den with blood. 
" Thefe carcaiTes on either hand, 
" Thofe bones that whiten all the land, 
" My former deeds and triumphs tell, 
** Beneath thefe jaws what numbers fell.** 60 

*' True," fays the Man, *' the ftrength I faw 
•** Might well the brutal nation awe ; 
" But fhkli a monarch, brave, like you, 
** Place glory in fo falfe a view ? 
*' Robbers invade their neighbour's right. 65 
" Be lov'd ; let juftice bound your might. 
' ^' Mean are ambitious heroes' boafts 
" Of wafted lands and ftaughter'd hofts; 
" Pirates their power by murders gain ; 
** Wife kings by love and mercy reign. 70 

" To me your clemency hath fhown 
'♦* The virtue worthy of a throne. 
" Heaven gives you power above the reft, 
" Like Heaven, to fuccour the diftreft." 

** 'the cafe is plain," the monarch faid ; 75 
" Falfe glory hath my youth mifled ; 
^^ For beafts'of prey, a fervile train, 
** Have been the flatterers of my reign. 
*' You reafon well. Yet tell me, friend, 
** Did ever you in courts attend ? 8b 

" For all my fawning rogues agree, > 

*" That human heroes rule like me." 

Vol. XXXVII. D FABL^ 
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FABLE II. 

TpE SPANIEL AND THE CAMELEON. 

A SPANIEL, bred witkaU the care 
^*' That wjdts upon a favourite heir. 
Ne'er feh Corredicm's rigid hand ; 
Indulged to difobey commandy 
In pamper*d eafe his hours were fpent : 
He never knew what learning meant. . 
Such forward airs, (6 pert, fo fmart, , 
Were fure to v^in lus lady's heart ; 
Each little mifchief gain'd him praife ; 
How pretty were his fawning ways I 1 

The wind was fouth, the morning fair, ,^ 
He ventures forth to take the air: 
He ranges all the meadow round, . 
And rolls upwi the fofteft ground j 
When near him a Cameleon feen, . i 

Was fcarce dillingtiifh'd from the green. 

" Dear emblem of the flattering hoft, 
*' What, live with clowns 1 a genius loft !. 
" To cities and the court repair ; , 
*' A fortune cannot fail thee there : a 

*' Preferments ihall thy talents crown ; 
^* Believe me. Friend ; I know the Town." • 

'' Sir,'* fays the Sycophant, « like you, . 
" Of old, pi^tcr life I knew : 

"La 
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*' Like you, a courtier bom and bred, 25 

" Kings Ican'd their ear to what I faid. 

** My whifper always met faccefs ; 

*' The ladies prais'd me for addrefs. 

*' I knew to hit each courtier's paflion, 

*' And fiatter'd every vice in fafliion. 3^ 

*• But Jove, who hates the liar's ways, 

** At once cut ihort my profperous days, 

«' And, fentenc'd to retain my nature, 

^* Transform'd me to this crawling creature. 

*' Doom'd to a life obfcure and mean, 35 

^' I wander in the fylvan fcene : 

^' For Jove the heart alone regards ; ' 

•* He punifties what man rewards. 

♦« How different is thy cafe and mine I 

" With men at leaft you fup and dine ; 40 

*' While I, condemn'd to thinneft fare, 

<' Like thofe I flatter'd, feed on air." 
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The MOTHBIt,THE NURSE, AND THE FAIRY. 

/^IVEm^afon. The bleffing fent, 
^^ Were ever parents more content ? 
How partial are their doting eyts \^ 
No child is half fo fair and wife. 

WakM to the morning's pleafing care, 5 

The mother rofe, and fought hef heir. 

D z %\^ 
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She faw the Nurfe like one pofleft. 
With wringing hands and fobbing breaft. 

*• Sure fome difailer has befcll ! 
*' Speak, Nurfe ; I hope the boy is welL** to 

** Dear Madam, think not me to bkme; 
. Inviiibly the Fairy came : 
Your precious babe is hence conveyed. 
And in the place a changeling laid. 
Where are the father's mouth and nofe ? 15 

The mother's eyes, as black as iloes ? 
See, here, a ihocking aukward creaturew 
That fpeaks a fool in every feature I** 

<< The woman 's blind, the mother cries ; 
I fee wit fparkle in his eyes." to 

** Lord ! Madam, what a fquinting leer! 
Jio doubt the Fairy hath been here." 

Juft as (he fpoke, a pigmy fprite 
Pops through the key-hole fwift as light ; - ' 
Perch'd on the cradle's top he Hands, 2£ 

And thus her folly reprimands. 

*« Whence fprung the vain conceited lye. 
That we the world with fools fupply ? 
What ! give our fprightly race away 
For the dull helplefs fons of clay ! 30 

Beiides, by partial fondnefs ihovirn. 
Like you, we doat upon our own. 
Where yet was ever found a Mother 
Who'd give her booby for another ? 
- And, fhould we change with human breed, J5 
Well might we pafs for foob indeed." 

FABLE 
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&^ B L £ IV. 

THE EAGLE AND THE ASSEMBLY OF ANLMALS* 

A S Jupiter's all-feeing eye 
^^ Survey M the worlds beneath the llcy. 
From this fmall fpeck of earth were fent 
Murmurs and founds of difcontent ; 
For every thing alive complain'd, 5 

That he the hardeft life fuftain'd. 

Jove calls his Eagle » At the word^ 
Before him ftands the royal bird. 
The bird, obedient^ from Heaven's height. 
Downward diredb his rapid flight; 10 

Then cited every living thing,. 
To hear the mandates of his Icings 

*' Ungrateful creatures I whence arifc 
Thefe murmurs which offend the flcies ? 
Why this diforder ? fay the caufe ; i^ 

For juft are Jove^s eternal laws. 
Let each his difcontent reveal ; 
To yon' four Dog I firft appeal." 

** Hard is my lot, the Hound replies ; 
On what fleet nerves the Greyhound flies t 20 
While I, with weary ftep and flow. 
O'er plains, and vales, and mountains, go. 
The morning fees my chace begun. 
Nor ciids it till the fetting fun." 

D 3 *• When 
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" When (fays the Greyhound) I purfue^ 
My game is loft,, or caught in view ; 
Beyond my fight th^ prey 's ftcure ; 
The Hound is flow, but always fure ;. 
And; had I his fagacious fcent, 
Jove ne'er had heard my difcontent.*' 

The Lion crav'd the Fox's art;. 
The Fox the Lion's force and heart :. 
The Cock implor'd the Pigeon's flighty 
Whofe wings were rapid, ftrong> and light : 
The Pigeon ftrength of wing defpis'd. 
And the Cock's matchlefs valour priz'd. 
The fifties wifti'd to graze the plain ; 
The Beafts, to (kim beneath the main^ 
Thus, envious of another's, ftate,. 
Each blam'd the partial hand of Fate^ 

The Bird of Heaven then cry'd aloud : 
*' Jove bids difperfe the murmuring crowd ; 
The God rejedls your idle prayers. 
Would ye, rebellious Mutineers I 
Entirely change your name and nature. 
And be the very envy'd creature ? 
What 1 filent all, and none confent ? 
Be happy, then, and learn content ; 
Nor imitate the reftlefs mind. 
And proud ambition^ of mankind." 
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-FABLE V. 

THE WILD BaAR AND THE RAM. ^ 

A GAINST an €lra a (htcp was ty'd, 
^^ The butcher's knife in bjpod was dy'd ; 
The patient flock, in ifilent fright^ 
From far beheld the horrid iight. 
A favage Boar, who near them flood", 5 

Thus mock'd to fcorn the fleecy brood. 

*' All cowards fliould be ferv'd like you* 
See, fee^ your murderer is in view : 
With purple hands, and reeking knife. 
He ft rips the fldn yet warm with life. 10 

Your quarter'd fires, your bleeding dams> 
The dying bleat of harmlefs lambs^ 
Call for revenge. O ftupid Race ! 
The heart that wants revenge is bafe.'^ 

*' I grant, an ancient Ram replies, 1^ 

Wp bear no terror in our eyes ; 
Yet think us not of foul fo tame. 
Which no repeated wrongs inflame ; 
Infenfible of every ill, 

Becaufe we want thy tuiks to IdlL 20 

Know, thofe,. who violence purfue. 
Give to themfelves the vengeance due ; 
For in thefe mai&cres they find 
The two chief plagues that wafte mankind. 

D 4 Our 
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Our (kin fupplies the wrangling bar, Z5 

It wakes their (lumbering fons to war ; 
And well revenge may reft contented. 
Since drums and parchment were invented^"^ 

FABLE VI. , 

THE stlSER AND PLUTU&. 

^T^ H E wind was high, the window fhakes> 
•* With fudden ftart the Mifer wakes j 
Along the iilent room he ftalks. 
Looks back, and trembles as he walks. 
Each lock and every bolt he tries, ^ 

In every creek and comer pries ; 
Then opes the cheft with treafure ftor'd. 
And ftands in rapture o'er his hoard. 
But now, with fudden qualms poffeft* 
He wrings his hands, he beats his breaft ; lo 
By confcience ftung, he wildly ftares. 
And thus his guilty foul declares : 

•* Had the deep earth her ftores confinM, 
This heart had known fweet peace of mind. 
But virtue's fold, ^ood Gods! what price 15 
Can recompenfe the pangs of vice 1 
O bane of good ! feducing cheat ! 
Can man, weak man, thy power defeat ? 
Gold bani^'d honour from the mind. 
And only left the name behind ; 20 

Gold fow'd the world with every ill ; 
Cold taught the murderer's fword to kill : 

'Twas 
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Twas gold inHrudled coward-hearts 

In treachery's more pernicious arts. 

Who can recount the mifchiefs o'cril 25 

Virtue refides on earth no more !" 

He fpoke, and fighM. in angry mood 

•Plutus, his god, before him flood. 

The Mifer, trembling, lock'd his cheft ; 

The Vifion frown'd, and thus addrefsM : 30 

*• Whence is tliis vile ungrateful rant. 
Each fordid rafcal's daily cant ? 
Did I, bafe wretch ! corrupt mankind ? 
The fault 's in thy rapacious mind.. 
Becaufe my bleflings are abus'd, 35 

Muft I be cenfur'd, curs'd, accus'd f 
Ev'n Virtue's felf by luiaves is made 
A cloak to carry on the trade ; 
And Power (when lodg'd in their pofleffion) 
Grows tyranny, and rank oppreflion. 40^ 

Thus, when the villain crams his chefl. 
Gold is the canker of the breall ; 
*Tis avarice, infolence, and pride. 
And every ihocking vice befide : 
But, when to virtuous hands 'tis given, 45 

It blefTes, like the dews of Heaven : 
Like Heaven, it hears the orphan's cries. 
And wipes the tears from widows' eyes. 
Their crimes on gold (hall Mifers lay. 
Who pawn'd their fordid fouls for pay ? 50 

Let bravoes, then, when blood is Q)ilt, 
Upbraid the paffive foul with guih." 

FABLE 
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FABLE VII. 

THE LION, THE FOX, AND THE GEESr, 

A lit ON, tir'd with ftate-affairs, 
^^ Quite fick of pomp, and worn with cares, 
Refolv'd (remote from noife and ftrife) 
In peace to pafs his latter Ufe.. 

It was proclaim'd ; the day was fet ; 
Behold the general council met« 
The Fox was viceroy nam'd* The crowd 
To the new regent humbly bow'd. 
Wolves, bears, and mighty tigers, bend. 
And fbive who moft (hail condefcend. ^ 

He fhraight aiTumes a folemn grace, 

CoUedb his wifdom in his face. 

The crowd admire his wit, his fenfe ; 

Each word hath weight and confequence. 

The flatterer all his art difplays : ^ 

He who hath power is fure of praife. 

A Fox ftept forth before the reft. 

And thus the fervile throng addreft : 
" How vail his talents, born to rule. 

And trained in Virme's honeft fchool ! z 

What Clemency his temper fways I 

How uncorrupt are all his ways ! 

Beneath hia condu^ and command,.. 

Rapine fhall ceafe to wafte the land... 

His brain hath Uratagem and art ;^ 21 

Fj:u4ence and me;xy rule his heart. 

Wha 
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What Uefimgs mud attend the voLXkoa 
Under this good adminiftration!" 

Hccfaid* A Goofe,. who diftaat flood, 
Harangu'd apart the cackling brood : 30 

** Whene'er I hear a knave comm^d* 
He bids me (hun his worthy friend. 
What praifip ! what mighty commendntion ! 
But 'twas a Fox who fpoke th' oration^ 
Foxes this govjCmmcht may prire,^ 35 

As gentle, plentiful, and wife-; 
If they enjoy the (weets, *tis plain 
We Geefe mufl feel a tyrant-reign.. 
What havock now Ihall thin our racej^ 
When every petty clerk in place> 4.6^ 

To prove his tafte, and feem polite. 
Will feed on Gcc{e both noon and night !'*. 
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THE LADY AND THE WASP. 
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^HAT whifpers muft the Beauty bear! 
What hourly nonfenfe haunts her ear ! 
Where'er her eyes difpenfe their charms* 
Impertinence around her fwarms^ 
Did nbt the tender nonfenfe ftrike, 5 

Contempt and fcorn might look diflikfc; 
Forbidding airs might thin the place. 
The flighteft flap a fly can chace : 
But who can drive the numerous breed ? 
Chace one, another will fuccecd. ' lo 

Wbio 
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Who kndW6 a foo]> snuft know his brother ; 

One fop will recommend another : 

And with this plague fhe *s rightly curft, 
'■ . Becaufe fhe liften'd to the firft. 

As D^ris, at her toilette's duty, 15 

Sat meditating on her beauty^ 

She now was peniive now was gay. 

And loU'd the fultry hours away» 
As thus in indolence fhe lies, 

A giddy Wafp -around her flies, zo 

He now advances, now retires. 

Now to her neck and cheek afpires. 

Her fan in vain defends her charms ; 
^ Swift he returns, again alarms ; 

For by repulfe he bolder grew, 25 

Perch*d on her lip, and fipt the dew. 

She frowns ; fhe frets. " Good Gods ! fhe cries, 

Proteft me from thefe teazing flies 1 

Of all the plagues that Heaven hath fent, 

A Wafp is mofl impertinent." 39 

The hovering infed thus complain'd; 

«» Am I then flighted, fcom'd, difdain'd ? 

Can fuch offence your anger wake ? 

'Twas beauty caus'd the bold miilake* 

Thofe cherry lips that breathe perfume, 35 

That cheek fo ripe with youthful bloom> 

Made me with ftrong defire purfue 

The faireft peach that ever grew.'* 
*« Strike him not, Jenny, Doris cries» 

Nor murder Wafps like vulgar flies i 40 

.> . For 
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For though he's free (to do him right)i 
The creature 's civil and pojite.'* 

In ecftafies away he polls ; . 
Where'er he came, the favour boafts ; 
Brags how her fweeteft tea he iips, 45 

And (hows the fugar on his lips. 

The hint alarm'd the forward crew ; 
. ^urc of fticcefs» away they flew : 
They fhare the dainties of the day. 
Round Jier with airy mufic play : 50 

And now they flutter, now they reft. 
Now foar again, and fldm her breafl. 
^OT were they banifliM, till flie found 
That Wafps have flings, and felt the wound. 

FABLE IX. 

THE BULL AND THE MASTIFF. 

O E E K you to train your favourite boy ? 
^ Each caudon, every care employ ; 
And, ere you venture to confide. 
Let his preceptor's heart be try'd : 
, Weigh well his manners, life, and fcope j 5 

On thefe depends thy future hope. 
As on a time, in peaceful reign, 
A Bull enjoy 'd the flowery plain, 
A MaftiBF pafs'd ; inflam'd with ire. 
His eye-balls fliot indignant fire. 10 

He fbam'd, he rag'd with thirfl of blood. 
Spuming the ground, the monarch flood, 

AAd 
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^^. ^j^^ jlnad : «- Sufpcnd the fight; 
H t «W«At *» «o flcep to-night : 

'*'^»: «^*i«» provoke thee to engage ? 

^ J: t)tt^isM i«s % breaft, 

^> t^vice* that ne'er can reft ? 

c^^an tlMfe alo^ unjuilly fprings 

r^ ««iid-deftroying wrath of kings*'* ^o 

XV ^ivly MaftifF thus returns : 
«k Viddn my bofom glory burns. 
4jSfce heroes of eternal name, 
^llflM)m poets fing> I fight for fame. 
Xlie butcher's fpirit-ftirring mind 25 

T64bUy war my youth indin'd ; 
He train'd me to heroic deed, 
Tanght me to conquer, or to bleed." 

«* Curs'd Dog, the Bull reply 'd, no more 
I wonder at thy tlurft of gore ; 30 

For thou (beneath a butcher train'd, 
Whofe hands with cruelty are ftain'd. 
His daily murders in thy view) 
Muft. like thy tutor, blood purfue. 
Take, then, thy fate." With goring wound 3$ 
At once he lifts him from the ground : 
Aloft the fprawling hero flies. 
Mangled he falls, he howls, and dies. 
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F A B L E X. 

THfi ELEPHANT AND THE BOOKSELLER* r. 

'T^HE man who witk andauiiMd toils 

Sails unknown feas to mnknown foils* 
With various wonders feafts his fight : 
What flranger wonders does he write ! 
We ready and in defcription view 5 

Creatures which Adam never knew ; 
Por, when we ri& no contradidion> 
It prompts the tongue to deal in fidion«* 
Thofe things that ftartle me or you 
I grant arc ftrange ; yet may be tnie, 10 

Who doubts that Elephant? are found 
For fcience and for fenle renown'd ? 
Borri records their ftrength of parts* 
Extent of thought, and flcill in arts ; 
How they perform the law*» decrees, 15 

And feve the ftate the hangman's fees ; • 
And how by travel nnderftand 
The language of another land. 
Let thofe, who queMon this report, 
^o Pliny*8 ancient page refort. to 

How kara'ci was that fagaeion^ breed ! 
Who now (like them) the Greek ca» read? 

As one 9f theie, in days of yore. 
Rummaged & ihbp of leanung o'er. 
Not like our modem dealers, minding 15 

Only the margin's breadth and binding, 

Abook. 
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A book his carious eye detains. 
Where, with exadeft care and pains. 
Were every beaft and bird pourtray'd. 
That e*er the fearch of man furvey 'd ; 3 ^ 

Their natures and their powers were writ 
With all the pride of human wit : 
The page he with attention fpread. 
And thus. remark'd on what he read : 
' *' Man with ilrong reafon is endow'd; 3^ 

A beail fcarce inftind is allow'd: 
But, let this author's worth be try'd, 
'Tis plain that neither was his guide. 
Can he difcem the different natures. 
And weigh the power of other creatures, 40 

Who by the partial work hadi (hewa 
He knows fo little of his own ? 
How falfely is the Spaniel drawn ! 
Did man from him firil learn to fawn ? 
A Dog proficient in the trade ! 4^ 

He the chief flatterer Nature made ! 
Go, Man ! the ways of courts difceniy 
You '11 find a Spaniel ftill might learn. 
How can the Fox's theft and plunder 
Provoke his cenfur e or hb wonder ? 
From Courtiers' tricks and Lawyers' artSj. 
The Fox might well improve his parts. 
The Lion, Wolf, and Tiger's broody 
He curfes, for their thirfl of blood. 
But is not Man to Man a prey? ee 

Beafts yil for hunger. Men ibr pay,'* 

The 
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The Bookfeller, who heard him fpeak, 
And faw him turn a page of Greek, 
Thought, what a genius have I found ! 
Then thus addrefs'd with bow profound : . 60 

** Leam'd Sir, if you *d employ your pen 
Againft the fenfeleis fons of men. 
Or write the hiftory of Siam; 
tio man is better pay' than I am* 
Or, fince you 're leara'd in Greek, let *$ fee 65 
Something againft the Trinity.'' 

When wrinkling with a fneer his trunk, 
^* Friend, quoth the Elephant, you 're drunk: 
E'en keep your money, and be wife; 
Xeave man on man, to criticife : 70 

For that you ne'er can want a pen 

Among the fenfelefs fons of men. 

They unprovok'd wiU court the fray ; 

Envy 's a (harper fpur than pay. 

No author ever fpar'd a brother; ye 

Wits are gamecocks to one another.*' 

FABLE XL 

THB PZACOCIC, THE TUEKET, AND THB GOOSJB* 

I N beauty hxiks confpicuous grow; 
The finalleft fpeck is feen cm fnovr. 

As near a bam, by hungei^ led, 
A peacock with the poultry fed, 
All view'd him vnth an envious eye^ 5 

And mock'd his gaudy pageantry. 

Vol. XXXVIL E VLt, 
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He, confcions of fuperior merits 
Contemns their bafe reviling fpirit t 
His ftate and dignity aiTames, 
And to the fan difplays his plumes, fO 

Which, like the Heavens' o*er-archmg ikies. 
Are fpangled with a thoufand eyes. 
The circling rays, and varied light. 
At once confound their dazzled fight ; 
Oft every tongue detradion bums, < 5 

And malice prompts their fpleen by turns. 

** Mark with what infolence and prids 
The creature takes his haughty ilride. 
The Turkey cries. Can fpleen contain ? 
, Sure never bird was half fo vain ! 20 

But, were tntriniic merit feen. 
We Turkeys have the whiter Ikin." 

From; tongue to tongue they caught abufe; 
And next wa;^ heard the hiifing gopie : 
. > " What hideous legs 1 what fil^y ckws^l , 2^ 
I fcorn to. ceniure little flaws. 
Then what a horrid fqualling throat ! 
Ev'n owls are frighted at; the note." 

** True. Thofe are faults, the Peacock cries ; 
' My fcream, my (hanks, you may defpife; 50 
But fuch blind critics rail in vaio. 
What ! . fyverlook my radiant train \ 
Know, did n^y legs (yonrfpom and fport) 
The Turkey or the Qoofe fupport. 
And did ye fcream with har flier founds 35 

Thofe faults in you had nc'ei' been, found: 

. ' To 
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^o all apparent beauties blinds 
£ach blemiih ftrikes an envious mind. 

Thiis in aflemblles have I feen 
A nymph of brighteft charms and mien 40 

"Wake envy in each ugly face> 
^nd buzzing fcandal fills the place. 

FABLE XII. 

CCPID^ HYMEN, AND PLUTUl. 

A S Cupid in Cythera's grove 
^^ Employ'd the leiTer powers of Love;, 
Some Ihape the bow, or fit the ftring. 
Some give the taper Ihaft its wing> 
Or turn the* polifh'd qui\-er's mould, £ 

Or head the darts with tempered gold. 

Amidft' their toil and vaiious care. 
Thus Hymen, with affuming air^ 

Addrefs'd the God: •* Thou purblind chit, 

* Of aukward and ill*- j udging wit , i o 
If matches ard not better made, 

At once I muft forfwear my trade. 
Yon fend me fuch ill-coupled folks. 
That Vis a fliamft to fell them yokes. 

• They fquabble for a pin» a feather, i j. 
And wonder how they came together. 

The httfbind 's fullen, dogged, (hy. 
The wife grows flippant in reply : * 

He loves command and due redrldion ; 
And Ae as well likes contradiction : 20 

E 2 ^Xvt 
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She never flavifhly fubmits; 

She '11 have her will, or have her fits. 

He this way tugs, (he th' other draws; 
^ The man grows jealous, and with caufe. 

Nothing can fave him but divorce ; 2c 

And here the wife complies of courfe.** 
*' When, fays the boy, had I to do 

With cither your affairs or you ? 

I never idly fpend my darts ; 

You trade in mercenary hearts. ^o 

For fettlements the lawyer 's fee'd; 

Is ray hand witnefs to the deed i 

If they like cat and dog agree. 

Go rail at Plutus, not at me»'* 
J Plutus appear'd^ and faid, ^* Tis true, 35 

In marriage, gold is all their view; 

They feek not beauty, wit, or fenfe> 

And love b feldom the pretence. 

All offer incenfe at my ihrine. 

And I alone the bargain fign. 410 

How can Belinda blame her fate i 

She only afk'd a great eilate* 

Doris was rich enoughs 'tis true; 

Her lord muft give her title ioo: 
, And every man» or rich or footf ac 

A fortune tSks, and aiks no more.** 
Avarice, whatever (hape it bears* 
Mttft ftill be coupled with its cares. 
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FABLE XIII. 

THB TAME STAG. 

A S a young Stag the thicket pi^, 
'**' The branches held his antlers fail* 
A clown> who faw the captive hong* 
Acrofs the horns his halter flung. 

Now fafely hamper'd in the cord, 5 

He bore the prefent to his lord. 
His lord was pleas'd ; as was the clown. 
When he was tipp'd with half-a-crown. 
The Stag was brought before his wife ; 
•The tender lady begg'd his life. 10 

How fleek 's the ikin 1 how fpeck'd like ermine ! 
Sure never creature was fo charming ! 

At firft within the yard confin'd. 
He flies and hides from all mankind ; 
Now bolder grown, with fix'd amaze, 15 

And diftant awe, prefumes to gaze ; 
Munches the linen on the lines. 
And on a hood or apron dines : 
He fteals my little mafler's bread. 
Follows the fervants to be fed : 20 

Nearer and nearer now he flands. 
To feel the praife of patting hands ; 
Examines every fifl for meat. 
And, though repuls'd, difdains retreat ; 
Atucks again with level'd horns, 25 

And man, that was his terror, fcorns. 

JE 3 Such 
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Such is the country maiden's fright^ 
When firil a Redcoat is in fig^ht ^ 
Behind the doorihe hides, her face. 
Next time at diftance eyes the lace : 
She now can all his terrors ftaaid. 
Nor froln his fqueeze withdraws her hand^ 
She plays ^miliar in his arms^ 
And every foldier hath his charms.. 
From tent to tent fhe fpreads her fiame i 
For cuftom conquers, fear a&dfhame* 

FABLE XIV. 

THE MONKEY WHO H-A D &EEN THE WORLI 

A M ONKE Yy to reform the times^ 
*^ Refolv'd to viiit foreign climes f 
For men in diftant regions roam^ 
To bring politer manners home^ 
So forth he fares, all toil defies : 
Misfortjjne fcrves to make us wife*^ 

At length the treacherous fnare was laid ^ 
Poor Pug was caught ; to Town conveyed ; 
There fold. (How envy'd was his doom> 
Made captive in a lady's room ! ). 
Proud, as a lover, of his chains,, 
He day by day her favour gains. 
Whene'er the duty of the day 
The toilette calls, with mimic play 
He twirls her knots, he cracks her fan. 
Like any other gentleman. 
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In viiits too> hi$ parts and wit. 

When jefts grew dall» were fure to hit* 

Proud with applaufe he thought his mind 

In every courtly art refin'd ; 3,0 

Like Orpheusy burnt with public zeal. 

To civilize the Monkey-weal; 

So watch'd occafion, broke his chain. 

And fought his native woods again. 
The hairy fylvans round him prefs, 2^ 

Aftonifh*d at his fbut and drefs. 

Some praife his fleeye, and others glote 

Upon his rich embroidered coat. 

His dapper perriwig commending, 

With the black tail behind depending ; 30 

His powder'd back, above, below. 

Like hoary frorts, or fleecy fnow ; 

But all, with envy and defire. 
His fluttering flioulder-knot admire. 

Hear and improve, he pertly cries ; 35 

I come to make a nation wife. 
Weigh your own worth ; fupport your place. 
The next in rank to human race. 
In cities long I pafs'd my days. 
Conversed with men, andleam'd their ways. 40 
Their drefs, their courtly manners fee ; 
Reform your flate, and copy me. 
Seek ye to thrive ? In flattery deal ; 
Your fcom, your hate, with that conceair 

Seem only to regard your friends, 45 

But ufe them for your private ends. 

E 4 Stint 
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Stint not to truth the flow of wit ; 

Be prompt to lie whene'er •tis fit. 

Bend all your force to fpatter merit ; 

Scandal is converfation^s fpirit. ^i 

Jpldly to every thing pretend^ 

And men your talents (hall commend. 

I knew the great. Obfervc me right ; 

So (hall yon grow, like man> polite. 

He fpoke» and bowM. With muttering jaws 5; 
The wondering circle grinn'd applaufe. 

Now, warm*d with malice, envy, fpite^ 
Their moft oblig^g friends they bite ; 
And, fond to copy human ways, 
Praftifc new mifchiefs all their days. 6 

Thus the dull lad, too tall for fchooU 
With travel finifhes the fool ; 
Studious of every coxcomb*? airs» 
He drinks, games, dreifes, whores, and (wears i 
Overlooks with fcom all virtuous arts, j 

For vice is fitted to his parts. 

FABLE XV. 

THE PHILOSOPHER AND THE PHEASANTS. 

'T^HE Sage, awakM at early day, 
* Through the deep foreft took his way ; 
Drawn by the muiic of the groves. 
Along the winding gloom he roves : 
From tree to tree the warbling throats 
l*rolong the fwect alternate notes ; 
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3ut, where he paft, he terror threw. 

The fong broke (hort, the warblers flew ; 

The thruihes ch&ttePd with afFnght, 

And nightingales abhorrM his flght ; i o 

AU animals before him ran> 

To {hunthe hateful fight of man. 

Whence is this dread of every creature ? 

Fly they our figure, or our nature ! 
As thus hewalk'd in mufing thought, , 15 

His ear imperfedt accents caught; 
With cautious flep he nearer drew. 

By the thick (hade conceal'd from view. 
High on the branch a pheafant flood. 

Around her all her liftening brood ; 20 

Proud of the bleflings of her neft. 

She thus a mother's care exprefs'd. 
" No dangers here fhall circumvent. 

Within the woods enjoy content. 

Sooner the hawk or vulture truft 25 

Than man, of animals the worft. 

In him ingratitude you find, 

A vice peculiar to the kind. 

The fheep whofe annual fleece is dy'd 

To guard his health, and ferve his pride, 30 

Forc'd from his fi^ld and native plain. 

Is in the crud fhambles (lain. 

The fwarms who with indufbrious fkill. 

His hives with wax and honey fill. 

In vain whole fummer-days employ 'd,. 3 5 

Their ftores are fold, the race deflroy'd. 

WlAt 
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What tribute fix>m the goofe is paid 1 
Does not her wing al! fcience aid ? 
Does it not lovers^ hearts explain* 
And drudge to faife the merchant's gain f 
What now rewards this general afe f 
He takes the quills* and eats die gooip. 
Man then avoid, deteft his ways, . 
So fafety (hall prolong your days* 
When fervices are thos acquitted. 
Be fure we Pheaiants muSt be fpitted*** 

FABLE XVL 

THB PIN AND THE NEEDLE* 

A PIN who long had ferv'd a beauty, 
*^ Proficient in the toilette's duty. 
Had form'd her fleeve* confined her hair> 
Or given her knot a imarter air* 
Now neareft to her heart was plac'd. 
Now in her manteau's tail difgrac'd : 
But could (he partial Fortune blame* 
Who faw her lovers (crv'd the faine ? 
At length from all her honours cad, 
Throi\gh various turns pf life (he pz& j 
Now glittered on a taylor*s arm. 
Now kept a beggar's infant warm f 
Now, rangM within a mifer's coat. 
Contributes to his yearly groat; 
Now, raia'd again from low approach. 
She vifits in the do&or 's. coach : 

H 
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Here, there» by various fortime todt. 

At laft in Greiham-hall was loft. 

Charm'd with the wonders of the ihow> 

On every fide, above, below, zo 

She now^ of this or that encpixres, 

MH&at leaft was onderftood admires* 

*Tia phdn, each thkig fo ftrack her nind. 

Her hesd *s of vinuofo Jdnd. 

** And pray what 'a this,and Ai8,dear Sir ?•• Zj 

" A Needle,** (ays th' interpreter. 

She knew the name ; and thns die fool 

AddreftM her as a tailor's tool. 
" A Needle with that filthy ftone. 

Quite idle, all with ruft o'ergrown ; 50 

You better might employ your parts. 

And aid the fismpftrefs in her arts ; 

fint tell me how the friendlhip grew 

Between that paltry flint and you.** 

** Friend, fays the Needle, ceafe to blame 535 
I follow real wordi and fame. 
Know'ftthou the loadftone's power and art. 
That virtue virtues can impart ? 
Of all his talents I partake : 
A^ho then can fiich a friend forfake ? 40 

*Tis I dircft the pilot's hand 
To fhun the rocks and treacherous (and : 
ly me the diftant world is known. 

And either India is our own. 

Had I with milliners been bred, 45 

What had 1 been ? the guide of thread. 

And 
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. And drudg'd as vulgar Needles do, * 
Of no more confequence than you/' 

FABLE XVII. 

THE shepherd's DOG AND THE WOLF. 

A WOLF, with hunger fierce and bold, 
^^ Ravaged the plains, and thinn'd the fold ; 
Beep in the wood fecure he lay. 
The thefts of night regal'd the day. 
In vain the ihepherd's wakeful care ^ 

Had fpread the toils, and watch'd the ihare ; 
In vain the Dog purfued his pace, 
^ The fleeter robber mock'd the chace. 

As Lightfoot rang'd the foreil round. 
By chance his foe's retreat he found. i ^ 

Let us a while the war fufpend. 
And reafon as from friend to friend. 

*• A truce ?" repUes the Wolf. *Tis done. 
The Dog the parley thus begun. 

* ' How can that ftrong intrepid mind i g 

Attack a weak defencelefs kind ? 
Thofe jaws fhould prey on nobler food, 
^ And drink the boar's and lion's blood. 
Great fouls with generous pity melt. 
Which coward tyrants never felt. 20 

How harmlefs is our fleecy care ! 
Be brave, and let thy mercy fpare.** 

" Friend, fays the Wolf, the matter weigh } 
Nature deflgn'd us beafts of prey ; 

As 
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J^sfachy when hunger finds a treaty aj 

*Tis neceflary wolves ihould eat. 

If, mindful of the bleating weal. 

Thy bofom bum with real zeal. 

Hence, and thy tyrant lord befeech ; 

To him repeat the moving fpeech : 33 

A Wolf eats iheep but now and then. 

Ten thoufands are devoured by men. 

An open foe may prove a curfe. 

But a pretended friend is worfe." 

FABLE XVIII. 

THE PAINTBR WHO PLBASBO NOBODV 
AND EVERY BODY. 

T EST men fufpefl your tale untrue, 

*^ Keep probability in view. 

The traveller leaping o*er thofe bounds. 

The credit of his book confounds. 

Who with his tongue hath armies routed, j 

Makes even his real courage doubted. 

fiut flattery never ittm% abfurd ; 

The flattcr'd always uke your word : 

Impoflibilities feem j uf( ; 

They take the ftrongeil praife on truft. 10 

Hyperboles, though ne'er fo great. 

Will ftill come fhort of felf-conceit. 

So very like a Painter drew. 
That every eye the pi&ure knew ; 

He 
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He hit complmon, leatore, mr> ' ig 

Sojuft, the life itTelf was tliere. 

No flattery with his colovrs lfti4» 

To bloom reftof*d die feded naid ; 

He gave e&eh mufek dXL k» flreagth ; 
* .The mouth, the chin, the nofe^s length ; 29 

His honeft pencii: touch'd with trtkh. 

And mark'd the date of age »id youth. 
He loft his friends, his pradice fiul*d ; 

Truth (hould not ahvays be r eveal'd : 

In dufty piles his piftures lay, fl&<^ 

For no one fent the fecond pay. 

Two buftos, fraught with every grace, 

A Yews' and Apdb's face. 

He placM in view ; refi>lv'd to pleafe. 

Whoever fat he drew from thefe, 3 ^^ 

From thefe correfted every feature, . -• 

And fpirited each aukward creature. 

All things were fet ; the hour was come , 

His palette ready o*cr his thumb. 
' My lord appeared; and fcated right, 55 

In proper attitude and light. 

The Painter look'd, he ftetch'd the piece. 

Then dipt his pencil, talked of Greece, 

Of Titian*s tints, of Guidons air; 
' Thofeeyes, my Lord^ the fpirit there 49 

Might weH a Raphael's hand require. 

To give thenr^ die native fire ; 

The features, fraught wiA fenie and wit. 

You Ml grant, are very hard ta hit ^ 

But 
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lut yet with patience yoa (hall view 45 

\s much as paint and an can do.'* 

Obferve the work. My Lord replied^ 
^* Till now I ^oaghtfiiy mouth wai wide; 
BefideSy my AQle is ibn^ewhat long : 
Dear Sir, for mta 'ds lar too yoang." . 50 

*'Oh! pardoAmet the artifl cxy'd ; 
In this we Painters m«ft decide* 
The piece ev -11 eomnMMft eyes moft ftrike, 
I warrant it eygreviety like." 

My Lord exaaib'd it a^-oew ; 55 

No looking-glafs feea'd half h tn»e, 

A lady puoe with bonrow'd grace 
He from his Venus form'd her fiice. 
Her lover prai^d the Painter's art ; 
So like the piGkore in his heart ! * 60 

To every age (bi^e charm he* lent ; 
Ev'n beauties were almoft content. 

Through all the town his art they prai:>'d ; 
His cuftom g^eWa, his price was rais'd. 
HadhethersalUkieneftihown, 6j; 

Would any man the pidore own? 
But» whentbnshapUy hewroaghe. 
Each found the likenefi in his thought* 

P A B L B XIX. 

THE LION AND THE CUB. 

TT O W fond arc men of rule and place, 
'^ Who court it from the mean and bafe ! 

The 
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• Thde canndt bear an equal nigh» 

But from fuperior merit fly. 

They lore die cellar's vul|^ joke^ j 

And lofe their hours in ale and finoke. 

There o'er ibme petty club prefide ; 
*• iSo poor> fo paltay, is their pride I 

Nay» ev^n with fools whole nights will dt. 

In hopes to be fupreme in wit* 

If thefe can read, to thefe I write. 

To fet their worth in traeft light. 
; . A Lion-cub, of ibrdid mind« 

Avoided all the lion kind ; 

Fond of applauie he fought the feafls 

Of vulgar and ignoble beafts ; 

With afles all his time he fpent« 
' Their club's perpetual prefident. 

He caught their manners, looksj and airs ; 

An ais in every thing but ears ! 

If e'er his Highnefs meant a joke. 

They grinn'd applaufe before he (poke ; 
. But at each word what (houts of praife I 

Goods gods ! how natural he brays t 
Elate with flattery and conceit. 

He feeks his royal fire's retreat ; 

Forward and fond to fhow his parts. 

His Highnefs brays ; the Lion ftarts. 
** Puppy ! that curs'd vociferation 

Betrays thy life and converfation : 

Coxcombs, an ever-noify race, '^ 

Are trumpets of their own difgrace.'* 
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" Why fo fcveit ? the Cub replies; 
Our fenate always held me wife." 

'* How weak is pride ! returns the fire: JJ 
All fools are vain when fools admire ! 
But know, what ftupid affes prize> 
Lions and noble beaib defpife." 

F A B L E XX. 

THE OLD HEN AND THE COCK. 

IJ ESTRAIN your child; you 'll.foon believe 
*^ The text which fays we fprung from Eve. 

As an old Hen led forth her trains 
And feem'd to peck to fhow the grain. 
She rak'd the chaiF, ihe fcratch'd the ground^ ^ 
And glean'd the ipacious yard around. 
A giddy chick, to try her wings. 
On the well's narrow margin iprings. 
And prone ihe drops. The mother's breaft 
All day with fbrrow was poiieil. 19 

A Cock ihe met ; her fon ihe knew ; 
And in her heart aiFe£don grew. 

*• My ion, -fays ihe, I grant your years 
Have reach*d beyond a mother's cares. 
I fee you vigorous, ibong, and bold ; . • 15 
J hear with joy your^ triuftiphs told. 
*Tis not from Cocks thy fate I dread ; 
But let thy ever-wary tread 
Avoid yon* well ; that fatal place 
Is ibre perdition to our race. 20 

Vol. XXXVn. F ^Va 



Pnnt tlus my coaaM <m diy breoft : 
To the jttft god« 1 leave the r«ft." 

He thftnk'd iter care ; yet day by d»y 
I£s boibxn bum'd to dUbboy, 
And every time the weM be finits 
:Scom*d m his heart the fbc^ib Um : 
Near and more nesv each day he drew. 
And long'd to try the dwgcrovis view. 

** Why was this idle charge ? he cries ? 
liet ccMirage fymslc feart de^afei 
Or did (he.doQbt my heart was biiave. 
And .therefi>re this injondion gave : 
Or dByes her harveft ft^e the place 
A treafure fbr her younger race I 
And would (he iJius my fearch prevent? 
I ftandrefohr'd, and dare th* event." 

Thus faid^ he dounts the margin's round* 
And pries into the depth j^ofbund. 
tie ibretch^d hxs neck ; and from below 
With fb-etditng neck advanc'd a foe : 
With wrath his mflled j^umes he rears. 
The foe wi:^ ruflled plumes appears : 
Threat anfwer'd threat; hb fury gi«w; 
Headkmg to meet the war he flew ; 
But, when th« watery death he Ibfund, 
He thus lamented as he drown'd : 

** I ne'er had been in this condition^ 
But for jqary Mother's prohibition*'* 
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F A B L £ XXI. 

THE RAT-CATCHER AND CATS, 

^H£ rats b^ nigl^ AickinifiUef didb 
^ Betty was •ymy tmanang cUd.: 
They undermiii'd w^ole fides of hfomm. 
Her chfcfe wa» iapp*d, her Urta were uJcen ; 
Herpaftie9» fenc'd with tkicktft pafte* $ 

Were all demolUh'd and bU wafte^ 
^he curs'd tbe Cat, for Wttstof djaty« 
Who left her §oe$ a. cooflitit booty. 

An £ngin«er» of mttodiUll^ 
£ngag'd to ftt)p the growii^tf • lo 

Prom rowL to «)om hr M»r iiurvjpy^ 
Their haunts <theif viroiks» thett feonsC wa)^ ; 
Finds where th^ 'feape an aoibufeadc* 
And whence the nig^t^ fiktly'smade. 

An envicMs Cat fron plaoe 40 ptaooi i{ 

Unfeen, attends hia fikntpa^a: 
^he faw.that, if kisinuie weat <m^ 
The putiiag race. wilt be imdcne;. 
So fecretJx cemewes Ine haiei* 
And every ffaratagem deleetK zq 

i^ain he icfes the peifoft'dtoUs^ 
And Pufs iigaitt the iaboiir ftit^. 

<< What fooL (ttx fiiifiratr ai^f dafi^s) 
My fchemes thus nightly countermines ? 
IncensMy he cries, this very hour 2; 

The wretch ihall bleed beneath my power^" 

Fz %^ 
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So faid, a ponderous trap he brought. 
And in the faft poor Pufs was caught. 

" Smuggler, fays he, thou (halt be made 
A viaim to our lofs of trade." 3» 

The captive Cat, with piteous mews. 
For pardon, life, and freCdom fues. 
** A fifter of the fcience fpare ; 
One intereft is our common care." 

" What infolence 1 the Man reply 'd 4 3 5 

Shall Cats with us the game divide? 
Were all your interloping band 
Extinguiih'd, or expeird the land. 
We Rat-catchers might raife our fees. 
Sole guardians of a nation's cheefe I'* J^^ 

A Cat, who faw the lifted knife. 
Thus fpoke, and fav'd her iifter's life. 

** In every age and clime, we fee. 
Two of a trade can ne'er agree. 
Each hates his neighbour for encroaching : J^-- 
'Squire ftigmadzes 'iqidre for poaching ; 
Beauties with beauties are in arms. 
And fcandal pelts each other's diarms ; 
Kings, too, their neighbour-kings dethrone. 
In hope to make the world their own : ^ ^ 

But let us limit our deilres, 
^ot war like beauties, kings, and 'fquires ; 
For though we both one prey purfuc, 
There 's game enough for us and you,** 



FABL ^ 



t h 3 

FABLE XXn. 

THE GOAT WITHOUT A BEARD* 

>*TpI S certain that the modifh paffions 

^ Defcend among the crowd like fafhions. 
Excufe me, then,, if pride, conceit, 
(The manners of the fair and great) 
I give to monkeys, afles, dogs, 5 

Fleas,, owls, goats,, butterflies, and hogs,. 
I fay that thefe are proud : what then ? 
I never faid they equal* men. 

A Goat (a& vain as Goat can be) 
Affedled fmgularity :. 10 

Whene'er a thymy bank he found. 
He roird upon the fragrant ground. 
And then with fond attention ftood, 
Fix'd o'er his image in the flood. 

" I hate my frowzy beard, he cries,. 15 

My youth is loft in this difguife.. 
Did not the females* know my vigour, 
Well might. they loath this reverned figure." 

Refolv'd to fmooth his fhaggy face, 
He fought the barber of the place. 20 

A« flippant monkey, fpruce and fmart, 
Hard-by, profefs'd the dapper art : 
His pole with pewter-baibns hung. 
Black rotten teeth in order flrung,, 

F 3 Ran^'d 
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RangM cnps, that in the window floods 
Lin'd with red rags to look like blood; 
Did well his threefold trade «xplain^ 
Who fhavM, drew teeth,, and breathed a vci 

The <9oat he welcaiae3 ««ith an air. 
And feats him in his wooden chair : 
Mouth, nofe, and ^^leek^ the ladier iddes; 
Light, ftnoothr and {wi£i, idic rasoor glides. 

** I hope ycfOT cuftoin> Sir, fay* Pug. 
Sure never face was halif fo iin«ig !" 

The Goaty impotieiit far appbraie. 
Swift to idle neighbouring hill withdraws. 
The ihaggy people gnnnVi and ftar*d. 
•* Heigh-day 1 what *s here ? widiout a bea 
Say, Brother^ whence the 6he difg^race ? 
What envious hand hath robbed yofor face V 
When thus the ft^, with fmiles ©f feom, 
*' Are beards by civil nations woxn ? 
Ev*n Mufcovites have mow'd their c^iins.. 
Shall we, like formal Capuchins, 
Stubborn in pride, retain the mode,. 
And bear about the hairy load ? 
Whene'er we tlu-ough the village ftray,. 
Are we not mock'd along the way, 
Infulted with loud fhouts of fcom^ 
By boys our beards difgrac'd and torn ?" 

** Were you no more with Goats to dwe! 
Brother^ I grant yott realbn well,** 
Replies a bearded Chief. ** Befide, 
' If boys can morufy thy pnde> 
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How ivik thott HaiM the ridkttte 55 

OTcmrvflioleitodc? Afeetedfool!^' 

Coxcombs, diflittguifh'd from ^ xdl^ 
To all btit coxcombs are a jdL 
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THE OLD WOMAN AND HER CATS, 

•fTI7HO fricndfliip With a knave hath made^r 
^^ Is judged a partner in the trade. 
The matron, who condodls abroad 
A willing nymph, is thought a bawd ; 
And, if a modeft girl is -feen 5 

With one who cores a leaver's fplecn. 
We gueft her not extremely nice. 
And only wifh to know her pfice. 
*Tis thus that on die dhoice of friends 
Our good or evil name depends. 10 

A wrinkled hag>^ of ivicked fame,, 
Beikie a little finoaky flame 
Sat hovering, pinch'd with age and froft; 
Her fhriverd hands, with veins rmbofs*d. 
Upon her knees her weight fuflains, 15. 

While palfy (hook her crazy brains : 
She mumbles forth her backward prayers. 
An untam'd fcold of fourfcore years. 
About her fwarm'd a numerous brood 
Of Cats, who, lank with hunger, mew'd, 

F 4 "C^^a:^ 
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Teaz'd with dieir cries, her choler gr&av. 
And thus fhe fputter'd. ** Hence, yc crew ! 
Fool that I was, to entertain 
Such imps, fuch fiends, a helliih train ! 
Had ye been never hous'd and nurs'd, 25 

I for a witch had ne'er been curs'd. 
To you I owe that crowds of boys 
Worry me with eternal- noife ; 
Straws laid acrofs my pace retard. 
The horfefhoe's nail'd (each threfhold's guard); 30 
The flunted broom the wenches hide. 
For fear that I fliould up and ride ; 
They ftick with pins my bleeding feat* 
And bid me (how my fecret teat," 

*' To hear you prate> would xex a faint; 35 
Who hath moil reafon of complaint ?** 
Replies a Cat. *' Let 'a come to proofs 
Had we ne'er ftarv'd beneath your roof. 
We had, like others, of our race. 
In credit liv'd as beafb of chace. 40 

*Ti8 infemy to ferve a hag ; 
Cats are thought imps, her broom a nag ; 
And boys againft our lives combine, 
Becaufe 'tis faid your Cats have nine*" 
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FABLE XXI\r, 

TH£ BUTTERFLY AND THB SNAIL^ 

A LL upfbrts, iniblent in place. 
Remind us of their vulgar race*, v 

As in the funfhine of the morai^ 
A Butterfly (but newly born) 
Sat proudly perking on a rofe, 5 

With pert conceit his bofom glows ; 
His wings (all glorious to behold) 
Bcdropt with azure, jet, and gold> 
Wide he difplays ; the fpangled dew 
Refle£b his eyesc and various hue. 10 

His now-forgotten friend, a fnail. 
Beneath his houTe, with flimy trail. 
Crawls o*er the grafs; whom when he fpies. 
In wrath he to the gardener cries : 

'* What means yon' peafant's daily toil, 15 
From choaking weeds to rid the foil ? 
Why wake you to the morning's care ? 
Why with new arts corred the year ? 
Why grows the peach with crimfon hue ? 
And why the plumb's inviting blue ? 20 

Were they to feaft his tafte defign'd. 
That vermin of voracious kind I 
Crufti then the flow, the pilfering race,. 
So purge thy garden from difgrace." 

'* What 
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''What arrogance! the Snail reply'd^ 2 
How infblent is apfiart pride ! 
Hadft thoa not thw, with infiik vain, 
Provdc'd my patience to onnplain,. 
I had conceal'd d^ neaaer faiidi. 
Nor trac'd thee to the fcom of earth : 3 

For fcarce rane fans hare wak'd -die hoars. 
To fwell the fnnt, and paint the flowers. 
Since I thy hombler life fnrrey'd. 
In bafe, in (brdid gnife array'd ; 
A hideous infed> vile, andean, l 

You drag'd a flow and noifeme train ; 
And from your fpider4)Qwek drew 
Foul film, and fpnn the dirty doe. 
I own my humble life, good friend ; 
Snail was I bora, and Snail fliall end. ' * 

And what 's a Butterfly ? at beft 
He 's but SLCaterpllar dreft ; 
And all diy race (a numerous (feed) 
Shall prove of caterpillar breed." 

FABLE. XXV. 

THE SCOLD AND THE PARROT. 

'TpHE hufband thus rcprov'd his wife : 
-*• *' Who deals in dander, lives in fbife. 
Art thou the herald of difgrace. 
Denouncing war to all thy race ; 
Can nothing quell thy thunder's rage. 
Which fpares nor friend, nor fex, nor age ? 

T 
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That vixen tsngoe of yow'a, -my Dear, 

Alarms our ne^jMnmrt fur and tiear. 

Oood<jt)dS'! *t» like a Tofling fiver. 

That in iM ' flmimg flows, and flows for ever! lo 

Ne'er tir'd, peipctnal difcford •fbwing! 

Like Fame, it gathers ftrengtkby going." 

*' Hcigh-day I" the flippant tongue replies, 
•* How folemn is the fool I how wife I 
Is Nature's choiceil g\£t debarred ? i ; 

Nay, frown not ; for 1 will lot heard.. 
Women of late are finely ridden, 
A Parrot's privilege forbidden I 
You pndfe his talk, Jus fqusdling ibng ; 
But wives are always in the wsong/' 20 

Now reputations flew in pieces 
Of mothers, daughters, aunts, and nieces : 
She ran the Parrot's language o'er,, 
Bawd, hufly, drunkard, flattern, whore; 
On all the fex flic vents her fury, 25 

Tries and condemns without a jury. 

At once the torrent of her words 
Alarm'd cat, monkey, dogs, and birds : 
All join their forces to confound her, 
Pufs fpits, the monkey chatters round her; 30 
The yelping cur her heels aflaults; 
The magpie blabs out all her faults; 
Poll, in the uproar, from his cage. 
With this rebuke outfcream'd her rage. 

** A Parrot is for talking piz'd, 35 

But prattling women are defpxs'd» 

She 



I 



7i GAY*s P O £ MS^ 

She who attacks another's honour. 
Draws every living thing upon her. 
Think, Madam, when you ftretch your lonj 
That all your neighbours too have tongues : 
One (lander muft ten thoufand get ; 
The world with intereft pays the debt^ 



FABLE XXVI. 

THE CUR AND THE MASTIFF., 

A SNEAKING Cur, the mailer's fpy„ 
^^ Rewarded for his daily lye,. 
With fecret jealouiies and fears 
Set all together by the ears. 
Poor Pufs to-day was in difgrace,- 
Another Cat fupply'd her place ; 
The Hound was beat, the MaftiiFchid, 
The Monkey was the room forbid ; 
Each to his deareft friend grew fhy. 
And none could tell the reafon why. 
A plan to rob the houfe was laid : 
The thief with love feduc'd die maid, 
Cajol'd the Cur, and ftroak'd his head, 
And bought his fecrecy with bread; 
He next the MaftifF's honour try'd, 
Whofe honeft jaws the bribe defy'd; 
He ftretch'd his hand to proffer more; 
The furly dog his fingers tore. 
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Swift ran the; Cur; with indignation 
The Mailer took his information. ^o 

•* Hang him, the villain *8 curs'd,** he cries ; 
And round his neck the halter ties. 

The Dog his humble iuit preferr'd. 
And beg*d in juftice to be heard. 
The mailer fate. On either hand 25 

The cited Dogs confronting ftand; 
The Cur the bloody tale relates. 
And, like a Lawyer, aggravates. 

** Judge not unheard, the MaflifF cry'd. 
But weigh the cauie of either fide. 30 

Think not that treachery can be jufl ; 
Take not informers* words on truil ; 
They ope their hand to every pay. 
And you and me by turns betray. '* 

He fpoke; and all the truth appeared: jj; 

The Cur was hang'd, the MaiUfF clear'd. 
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THE SICK MAN AND THE ANGEL^ 

^* IS there no hope?" the fick man faid. 

"^ The filent dodor ihook his head. 
And took his leave with iigns of forrow, 
Defpairing of his fee to-morrow. 

When thus the Man, with gafping breath; 5 
** I feel the chilling wound of Death, 

Sinco 
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As, proibate to the God of Day » 
With heart devout, a Perfian lay, 
HiB invocation thus begun : 

'* Parent of Light ! all-feeing Sun \ 
Prolific beam, whofe rays diipenfe 
The various gifts of Providence, 
Accept our praife, our daily, prayer ; 
Smile on our fields, and bkis the year." 

A Cloud, who nK)ck'd his grateful tongw 
The day with fudden darknefs hung ; 
With pride and envy fwell'd, aloud 
A voice thus thunder'd from the Cloud* 

*' Weak is this gaudy god of thine. 
Whom I at will forbid to fhine. 
Shall I nor vows nor incenfe know ? 
Where praife is due, the praife beftow." 

With fervent zeal the Perfian mov'd. 
Thus the proud Calumny reprov'd. 
** It was that God who claims my prayer 
Who gave thee birth, and rais'd thee there 
When o'er his beams the veil is thrown. 
Thy fubftance is but plainer fhown : 
A pafling gale, a puiFof wind, 
Bifpels thy thickeft troops combined. ** 

The gale arofe ; the vapour tofl 
(The fport of winds) in air was loft • 
The glorious orb the day refines. 
I'hus envy breaks, thus merit fhines. 
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FABLE XXIX. . 

THB POX AT THE POINT OF i>EATH. 

A F O X, in life's extreme decay, 
**• Weak, fick, and faint, expiring lay : 
AH appetite had left his maw. 
And age difarm'd his mumbling jaw. 
His numerous race around him fkand, 5 

To learn their dying fire's command : 
He rais'd his head with whining moan. 
And thus was heard the feeble tone. 

*' Ah ! Sons ! from evil ways depart ; 
My crimes lie heavy on my heart. 10 

See, fee, the murder'd Geefe appear ! 
Why are thofe bleeding Turkeys there 
Why all around this cackling train^ 
Who haunt my ears for chicken (lain?'* 

The hungry Foxes round them ftar'd, 15 

And for the promis'd feaft prepar'd. 

** Where, Sir, is all this dainty cheeri 
Nor Turkey, Goofe, nor Hen, is here. 
Thefe are the phantoms of your brain; 
And your fons lick their lips in vain." 20 

" O Gluttons ! fays the drooping Sire, 
Reflrain inordinate defu-e. 
Your liquoriih tafte you fhall deplore. 
When peace of confcience is no more. 
Vol- XXXVII. G I^cj^v 
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Does not the hound betray our pace, 2j 

And gins and guns deftroy our race ? 
Thieves dread the fearching eye q£ power ; 
And never feel the quiet hour. 
Old aje (which few of us IhaU know) 
Now puts a I)eriod to my woe. 30 

Would you true happin^efs attain. 
Let hpncfty your pafBbns rein ; 
So live in credit and efteem. 
And the good name you loil redeem." 

** The counfel 's good, a Fox replies, 3 J 

Could we perform what you advife. 
I'hink what our anceftors have done ; 
A line of thieves fropi (on to ion. 
To us defcends the long difgrace. 
And infamy hath mark'd our race. 4^ 

Though we, like harmlefs fheep, fhould feed, 
Honeft in thought, in wo;rd, ajid deed. 
Whatever hen-rooft is decreas'd. 
We Ihall be thought to fhare the feaft. 
The change (hall never be believ'd. 45 

A loft good name is ne*er retrieved.*' 

** Nay, then, replies the feeble Fox, 
(But, hark ! I hear a hen that clucks) 
Go ; but be moderate in your food ; 
A chicken, too, might do me good.*' $0 
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FABLE XXX. 

THE SETTING IM>G AND THE PARTAIDOX> 

'Tp HE ranging Dog the ftubble tries. 

And iearchcs every breeze that flies ; 
The fccttt grows warm ; with cautious fear 
He creeps, and points the covey near ; 
The men in filence, far behind, ; 

Confcious of game, the net unbind. 

A Partridge, with experience wife. 
The fraudfid pjreparation fpies ; 
She mocks their toils, alarms her brood. 
The covey fprings, and feeks the wood; lo 

But, ere her certun wings (he tries : 
Thus to the creeping Spaniel cries : 
** Thott fawning flave to man's deceit. 
Thou pimp of luxury, fneaking cheat. 
Of thy whole fpecies thou difgrace ; 15 

Dogs fhould difown thee of their race ! 
For, if I judge their native parts. 
They 're bom with honeil open hearts ; 
And, ere they ferv'd man's wicked ends. 
Were generous foes, or real friends." ao 

When dins the Dog, with fcornfiil fmile : 
** Secure of wing, thou dar'ft revile. 
Clowns are to poKfh'd manners bKnd ; 
How ignorant is the mfHc mind ! 

G 2 \^i 
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My worth fagacious courtiers fee, ij 

And to per ferment rife, like rae. 

The thriving .piinp, who beauty fets. 

Hath oft' enhanc'd a nation's debts : 

Friend fets his fiiend, without regard. 

And minifters his fkill reward : 30 

Thus train' d by man, I leamC his ways ; 

And growing favour feafts my days.'* 

" I might have guefs'd, the Partridge fsud. 
The place where you were train'd and fed ; 
Servants are apt, and in a trice 3; 

Ape to a hair their mailer's vice. 
You came fhmi court, you fay. Adieu 1'* 
She faid> and to the covey flew« 



FABLE XXXI. 

THE UNIVERSAL APPARITION. 

A RAKE, by every paflion rul'd, 
■^^ With every vice his youth had cool'd j 
Difeafe his tainted blood affails ; 
His fpirits droop, his vigour fails : 
With fecret ills at home he pines, j 

And, like infirm old age, declines. 

As, twing'd with pain, he peniive fits. 
And raves^ and prays, and {wears, by fits, 
A ghaftly Phantom, lean and wan. 
Before him rofe» and thus began; ic 
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*' My name, perhaps» hath reach'd your ear ; 
Attend, and be advis'd by Care. 
Nor love, nor honour, wealth, nor power. 
Can give the heart a chearful hour. 
When health, is loft. Be timely wife : 15 

With health all tafte of pleafure flies." 

Thus faid, the Phantom difappears. 
The wary counfel wak'd his fears. 
He now from all excefs abftains. 
With phyfic purifies his veins ; 20 

And, to procure a fober life, 
Refolves to venture on a wife. 

But now again the Sprite afcends. 
Where'er he walks, his ear attends, 
Jnfinuates that beauty's frail, 25 

That pcrfeverance muft prevail ; 
With jealoufies his brain inflames. 
And whifpers* all her lovers* names. 
In other hours flie reprefents 
His houfehold charge, his annual rents, 30 

increaiing debts, perplexing duns. 
And nothing for his younger fons. 

Straight all his thought to gain he turns. 
And with the thirft of lucre bums. 
But, when poflcfs'd of Fortune's ftore, 35 

The Spedbre haunts him more and more ; 
Sets want and mifery in view. 
Bold thieves, and. all the murdering crew; 
Alarms him with eternal frights, 
lofefis his drcam^ or wakes his nights. 40 

G 3 ^W4 
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How fhall ke diace this huiams gmefk ? 
Power may perhaps prote£b his reft. 
To Power he lafe. Again tke Sprite 
Befets him moming, noon, and nigjkL ; 
Talks of Ambition's tottering feat. 
How Envy perfeeutes the great. 
Of rival hate, of treacheixHts Mends, 
And what difgrace hit fall attends. 

The court he quits, to Ay iix>m Caie, 
And feeks the peace €if niral air : 
His groves, his fields, aaios^d liis hours; 
fie pruned his trees, be rais'd his flowers. 
But Care again hi$ fteps parfues^ 
Warns him of bUfts, of blighting dews. 
Of plundering inre6ts, fnails, and rains. 
And droughts that ftarv'd the laboured plai 
Abroad, at home, the Spc£lre's there ; 
In vain we feck to fly from Care. 

At length he thus the Ghoft addreft : 
*• Since thou mail be my ccmftant gucft. 
Be kind, and follow me no more ; 
For Care, by right, ihould go bcfbre.** 

FABLE XXXII. 

THE TWO OWLS AND THE SPARRQ 

^T^WO formal Owls togcdicr ikt, 
-^ Coaferring thus in iblemn chat. 
" How is the o^iod^m tofte decayed ! 
IVhere 's ^ Jfffpeft to wifdkMp. vtii? 
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Our worth the Girecian fagcs knew ; 5 

They gave oar fires the honour due ; 

They weigh'd the dignity of fowls. 

And pry'd into the depth of Owls, 

Athens, the feat of learned fame. 

With general voice rever'd our name ; 10 

On merit title was conferred. 

And all ador'd th* Athenian bird." 
" Brother, you reafon well, replies 

The folemn mate, with half-ihut eyes. 

Right. Athens was the feat of learning, 15 

And truly wifdom is difcerning. 

Befides, on Pallas' helm we fit. 

The type and ornament of wit : 

But now, alas ! we 're quite negle^ed. 

And a pert Sparrow's more refpefted." 20 

A Sparrow, who was lodg'd beiide, 

O'erhears them iboth each other's pride ; 

And thus he nimbly vents his heat : 
" Who meets a fool muft find conceit. 

I grant you were at Athens grac'd, 25 

And on Minerva's helm were plac'd ; 

But every bird that wings the iky. 

Except an Owl, can tell you why : 

From hence they taught their fchools to know 

Cow falfc we judge by outward fhow ; 30 

That We (hould never looks elleem, 

iiince fools as wif^ as you might feem. 

Would ye contempt and fcom avoid. 

Let your vain-glory be deibx)y'd : 

G 4 Huncible 



SS GAY'S POEMS., 

Humble your arrogance of thought, 35 

Purfue the ways by Nature taught ; 

So (hall you find delicious fare. 

And grateful farmers praife your care ; 

So fhall (leek mice your chace reward. 

And no keen cat find more regard.'* 40 
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THE COURTIER AND PROTEUS. 

tt^^tHENEVER a Courtier's out of place, 
^ ^ The country fhelters his difgrace ; 
Where, doom*d to exercife and health. 
His houfe and gardens own his wealth. 
He builds new fchemes, in hope to gain 5 

The plunder of another reign ; 
Like Philip's fon, would fain be doing. 
And iighs for other realms to ruin. 

As one of thefe (without his wand) 
Penfive along the winding ftrand 10 

Employ'd the folitary hour. 
In projedls to regain his power. 
The waves in fpreading circles ran, 
Proteus arofe, and thus began. ^ 

*' Came you from court ? for in your mien 1 5 
A (elf-important air is feen." 

He frankly own'd his friends had trick'd him. 
And how he fell his party's vi6tim. 

" Know> 
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" Know, fays the God, by matchlcfs fldH 

I change to every fhape at will ; 20 

But yet, I'm told, at court you fee 

Thofe who prefume to rival me." 
Thu ) faid : a Snake, with hideous trail, 

Proteus extends his fcaly mail. 
" Know, fays the Man, tliough proud in place:. 

All Courtiers are of reptile race. 

Like you, they take that dreadful form, 

Bafk in the fun, and fly the ftorm ; 

With malice hifs, with envy glotc. 

And for convenience change their coat ; 30 

With new-got luftre rear their head. 
Though on a dunghill born and bred.'* 

Sudden the God a Lion (lands ; 
He (hakes his mane, he fpurns the fands. 
Now a fierce Lynx, with fiery glare ; 35 

A Wolf, an Afs, a Fox, a Bear. 

«' Had I ne'er liv'd at court, he cries. 
Such transformation might furprize ; 
But there, in queft of daily game, 
£ach able Courtier afts the fame ; 40 

VTolves, Lions, Lynxes, while in place, 
Trhcir friends and fellows are their chacc. 
They play the Bear's and Fox's part, 
ilow rob by force, now fteal with art. 
They fometimes in the fenate bray, 45 

Or, chang'd again to beafts of prey, 

Down from the Lion to the Ape, 

Tra^iife the frauds of every (hape," 
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So faid : upon the God he flies, 

In cords the itruggling captive ties. 50 

" Now, Protetts ! now (to truth compell'd) 
Speak, and confefs thy art excelled. 
Ufe ftrength, furpriie, or what you will. 
The Courtier finds evafions ftiU ; 
Not to be bound by any tics, 55 

And never forc'd to leave his lyes.'* 



FABLE XXXIV. 

THE MASTIFF. 

'Tp HOSE who in quarrels interpoTe, 
Muft often wipe a bloody nofe. 

'A Maftiff, of true Englifh blood, . 
Lov'd fighting better than his food. 
When dogs were fnarlipg for a -bone^ 5 

He long'd to make the war his own. 
And often found (when two contend) 
To interpofe obtain'd his end. 
He glory'd in his limping pace ; 
The fears of honour feam'd his face ; '^ 

In every limb a gafh appears. 
And frequent fights retrenched his ears. 

As on a time he heird from far 
Two dogs engag'd in noify war. 
Away he fcoUrs, and lays about him, ^> 

Refolv'd no fray ihould be without him. 



For 
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Forth from his yard a tanner flies. 
And to the bold intruder cries : 

" A cudgel (hall corred your manners : 
Whence fprung this curfed hate to tanners ? 20 
While on my dog yoo vent your fpite. 
Sirrah ! 'tis me you dare not bite." 
To fee the battle thus perplex'd. 
With equal rage a butcher, vex'd, 
Hoarfe-icreaming from the circled crowd, 25 
To the curs'd Maftiff cries aloud : 

Both Hockleyhde and Marybone 
The combats of my dog have known : 
Xie ne'er* like bullies, coward-hearted> 
Wttacks in public, to be parted. 30 

Think not, rafh fool, to fhare his fame ; 
£e his the honour, or the (hame." 

Thus (aid, they fwore, and rav'd like chundert 
Then dragg'd their faften'd dogs afunder ; 
^While clubs and kicks from every fide 35 

Hebounded from the MaftifF's hide. 

All reeking now with iweat and blood, 
A while the parted warriors ftood ; 
Then pour'd upon the meddling foe. 
Who, worried, howl'd and fprawl'd below* 
He rofe ; and limping from the fray. 
By both fides mangled^ fiieak'd away. 



FABLB 
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FABLE XXXV. 

THE BARLEY-MOW AND THE DUNGHII 

TT OW many faucy airs we meet 

•" From Temple-bar to Aldgate-ftrect! 

Proud rogues, who (hared the South-fea pr 

And fprung like mufhrooms in a day I 

They think it mean to condefcend 

To know a brother or a friend ^ 

They bkfh to hear their mother's namc> 

And by their pride expofe their fhame. 

As crofs his yard, at early day^ 
A careful farmer took his way. 
He ftopp'd ; and, leaning on his fork,- 
Obferv*d the flail's inceflant work. 
In thought he meafur'd all his ftore,^ 
His geefe, his hogs, he numbered o'er ; 
In fancy weigh'd the fleeces (horn. 
And multiply'd the next year's corn. 

A Barley-mow, which flood befide. 
Thus to its mufing matter cry'd : 

" Say, good Sir, is it fit or right 
To treat me with negl^ and flight ? 
Me, who contribute to your cheer. 
And raife your mirth with ale and beer ? 
Why thus infulted, thus difgrac'd. 
And that vile dunghill near me plat'd ? 
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Are thofc poor fwcepings of a groom> 25 

That filthy fight, that nauieous fume, 
[Meet obje£b here ? Command it hence ; 

A thing fo mean mufl.give ofFehce.'' 

The humble JOunghiU thus rieply'd : 
-^* Thy mafter hears, and mocks thy pride: 50 
Infult not thus the meek and low ; 
In me thy benefadtor know ; 

lAy warm afliilance gave thee birth. 

Or thou hadD: perifh'd low in earth ; 

But up-ilarts, to fupport their flation, 35 

Cancel at once all obligation. '' 



FABLE XXXVI. 

?YTHAGORAS AND THE COUNTRYMAN* 

YTHAGORAS rofe at early dawn. 
By foaring meditation drawn ; 
To breathe the fragrance of the day. 
Through flowery fields he took his way. 
In mufing contemplation warm, 5 

His fleps mifled him to a farm. 
Where on a ladder's topmofl round 
A Peafant flood ; the hammer's found 
Shook the. weak barn. " Say, friend, what care 
Calls for. thy honefl labour there ?'* 10 

The Clown, with furly voice replies, 
«« Vengeance alortd for jufUce cries. 

This 
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This kite, by daily rsqnnc fed. 
My hens' 9x»Qy% mf turkeys' dread. 
At length his forfine life hsth paid; 
See on the wsiU ht^ wiiig^ difplmy ^d : 
Here naiTd, a terror to his kind,. 
My fowls ihaU fkture &fety^ find ^ 
My yard the thnvt&g poukry food. 
And my bams' refulc &t the hveed." 

" Friend, feys the Saig^, the dbom is wife 
For public good the murdfireer die* : 
But, if thefc tyrants of the air 
Demand a fentcnce fo fevcrc,. 
Think how the glutton, man, devours; 
What bloody feafts regale his hours ! 
O impudence of power aj^d might. 
Thus to condemn a hawk or kite. 
When thou, perhaps, carnivorous iinner» 
Hadft pullets yeftcrday for dinner !*' 

** H(^ cry -d the Clown, with paflk>n^ heal 
Shall kites and men alike be treated? 
When Heaven, the world with creatures ilof '• 
Man was ofdain'd their forerexgn lord." 

" Thus tyrants boaft> the Sage repiy'd, 
Whofe murders fpiing from power and pride 
Own then dds manlike kite is flaia^ 
Thy greater luxury to fiiftain ; 
Ft)r " Petty rogues, fubmit to Fate, 
«' That great ones may enjoy their ftate*.** 

* Garth's DUp^Mfiiry. 
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FABLE X 

TKS farmer's WIFB Ah 

Vy HY are thofe twtrs ? wl: 
Is then your other hu 
Or does a wQrfe di%ra!ce bet 
Hath no one fince his death 

Alas ! you know the caufe 
The fait is fpilt, to me it fei 
Then, to contribttte to my 1< 
My knife and fork were laid 
On Friday too ! the day I di 
Would I were fafe at home i 
Laft night (I vow to Heaven 
Bounce frqm^ the fire a coffin 
Next poft fome fetal news fh 
God fend my Comifh fiiend 

Unhappy Widow, ceafe tl 
Nor feel afli^n ia thy feai 
Let not thy ftomach be fufpt 
Eat now, and weep when dii 
And, when the butler clears 
For thy defert I *11 read my 

Betwixt her fwagging pan 
A Farmer's Wife to market 
And, jogging on, with thou 
Samm'd up the profits of he 
When ftartkig from her filv( 
Thus far and wide was hear 
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*' That Raven on yon* left hand oak 
(Curfe on his ill-betiding <:roak !) 
Bodes me no good." No more (he faid. 
When poor blind Ball, with ftumbling tread 
Pell prone ; o'erturn'd the pannier lay. 
And her mafh'd eggs beftrow'd the way. 

She, fprawling in the yellow road, 
Rail'd, fwore, andcurs'd. " Thou croaking toa^ > 
A murrain take thy whorefon throat ! ^ S 

I knew misfortune in the note," 

'* Dame, quoth the Raven, fpare your oaths j^ 
Unclench your iift, and wipe your cloaths. 
But why on me thofe curfes thrown ? 
Goody, the fault was all your own^ --^^ 

For, had you laid. this brittle ware 
On Dun, the old fure-footed mare. 
Though all the Ravens of the Hundred 
With croaking had your tongue out-thundered. 
Sure-footed Dun had kept her legs, -f5 

And you, good Woman^ fav'd your eggs.** 



FABLE XXXVIII. 

T«E TURKEY AND THE ANT. 

tN Other men we faults can fpy, 

'■■ And blame the mote that dims their eye. 

Each little fpeck and blemifh find ; 

To our own ftronger errors blind. 
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A Turkey, tir'd of comm 

Forfook the bam, and fough 

Behind her ran an infimt trai 

Colledtutg here and there a g 

" Draw near, my Birds 1 the 

This hill delicious fare fuppli 

Behold the bufy negroe race. 

See millions blacken all the p 

Fear not ; like me, with fre< 

An Ant is moft delightful me 

How blefs'd, how envy'd, w 

Could we but 'fcape the poul 

But man, curs'd man, on Ti 

. And Chriflmas fhortens all 01 

Sometimes with oyfters we cc 

Sometimes affift the favoury ( 

From the low peafant to the '. 

The Turkey fmokes on ever) 

. Sure men for gluttony are cu 

Of the feven deadly fms the > 

An Ant, who climb'd bey< 

Thus anfwer'd from the neig 

** Ere you remark another's 

Bid thy own confcience look 

Control thy more voracious I 

Nor for a breakfaft nations k 



Vol. XXXVIL H 



C * 1 
F A 2 L £ ^'<^. V 

HiC ^oc^^^ 2. wife : 3ZS prxrner was 

frit iuwr p grec gf ioqg m 6c blefit^ ! 

A «i£r he taken : aod =cv for Ibcxrs 
Ajafn he wcrria Hcltch with prxrcn. 
Jofre fwdi afeit: two ^opeftil boys 
Affd 2 iific girl reward hb jors. 

Niyw^ nore ibtkitoos he grew. 
And fet thcsr fmare lires in view ; lo 

He faw that all refped and duty 
^ere paid to wealth, to power, a^nd 'beauty. 

*' Once more, he cries, accept my prayer ; 
Malce my lovM progeny thy ca!re : 
Let my firll hope, my favourite boy> ij 

All Fortune's richeft gifts enjoy. 
My next with ftrong ambition fire; 
May favour teach him to afpire, 
'i'ill he the ftep of power afcend. 
And courtiers to their idol bend ! 20 

With every grace, with every charm. 
My daughter's perfeft features arm. 
If Heaven approve, a Father 's blefs'd.'* 
Iv)vc fmilcs, and grants his full requeft. 

The firil, a mifer at the heart, jj 

^iiudiuus of cvet^ p\^\Tv^wx, 
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Heaps hoards on hoards wit 
And all his life devotes to s 
He feeb no joy, his cares ii 
He neither wakes nor Aeeps 
In ^cy'd wast (a wretdi c 
He ftanresy and yet he dare 
The next to fndden honours 
The thriving art of courts h 
He reach'd the height of po 
Then fell ^e vidim of difg 

Beauty with early bloom 
His daughter's cheeks, and 
- The vain coquette each fuit 
And glories in her lovers* p 
With age ihe £ules, each Ic 
ContemnM, fbrlQm> ihe pi] 

When Jove the Father's ; 
And heard him Heaven and 
Thus fpokc the God: « B) 
Men judge of happinefs and 
Shall ignorance of good and 
Dare to dired th' eternal w 
Seek virtue ; and, of that ] 
To Providence re^gn the re 

FA B L E 

THE TWO MO] 

^HE learned, full of In^ 
•*' The fops of outward ( 

H 2 
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The fop, with learning at defiance. 
Scoffs at the pedant and the fcience : 
The Don, a formal folemn ftrutter, 
pefpifes Monfieur's airs and flutter ; 
While Monfieur mocks the formal fool. 
Who looks, and fpeaks, and walks, by rule. 
Britain, a medley of the twain. 
As pert as Fiance, as grave as Spain, 
In fancy wifer than the reft. 
Laughs at them both, of both the jefl. 
Is not the Poet's chiming clofe 
Cenfut'd by all the fons of Profe ? 
While bards of quick imagination 
Defpife the fleepy profe narration. 
Men laugh at apes : they men contemn ; 
For what are we but apes to them ? 

Two Monkeys went to Southwark fair ; 
No critics had a fourer air : 
I'hey forc'd their way through draggled folks. 
Who gapM to catch Jack Pudding's jokes ; 
Then took their tickets for the fhow. 
And got by chance the tbremofl row. 
To fee their grave obferving face, 
Frovok'd a laugh through all the place. 

«* Brother, fays Pug, and tumM his head. 
The rabble *$ monilroufiy ill-bred." 

Now through the booth loud hiflcs ran. 
Nor ended till the fhow began. 
The tumbler whirls the £ip-flap round. 
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The cord beneath the dance 
Aloft in air the vaulter fwini 
Diftorted now, now prone d 
Now through his twilled arn 
The crowd,- in wonder and 
With clapping hands applau 

With fmiles, quoth Pug, * 
The giant-apes of f eafon pl( 
How would they wonder at 
They mull adore us for our 
High on the twig I *ve feen 
Play, twift, and turn in air) 
How can thofe clumfy thing 
Fly with a bound from tree 
But yet, by this applaufe, v 
Thefe emulators of our kind 
Difcern our worth, our part 
Who our mean mimics thus 

" Brother, the grinning i 
In this I grant that man is w 
While good example they pi 
We muft allow fome praife i 
But, when they drain bey on 
I laugh to fcorn the mimic p 
For how fantaftic is the figh 
To meet men always bolt u^ 
Becaufe we fometimes walk 
I hate the imitating crew,'* 
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FABLE XLT. 

THE OWL AND THE FARMER* 

A N Owl of grave deport and mien, 
-**• Who (like the Turk) was fcldom fcen. 
Within a barn had chofe his ftation> 
As fit for prey and contemplation : 
Upon a beam aloft he fits, S 

And nods, and feems to think by fits. 
So have I feen a man of news 
Or Poft-boy Or Gazette perufe. 
Smoke, nod, and talk with voice profound. 
And fix the fate of Europe round. j^^co 

Sheaves pil'd on (heaves hid all the floor : 
At dawn of morn to view his llore 
The Farmer came. The hooting gueft 
His felf-importance thus expreft : 

*' Reafon in man is mere pretence : ^cr 15 

How weak, how ihallow, is his fenfe ! 
To treat with fcom the Bird of Night, 
Declares his folly or his fpite. 
Then, too, how partial is his praife I 
The lark's, the linnet's, chirping laya ^^=?' 

To his ill-judging ears are fine ; 
And nightingales are all divine : 
But the more knowing feather 'd race 
See wifdom flamp'd upon my face. 
'Whene'er to vifit light I deign, ^ 

What flocks of fowl compofe my train ! 

Li** 
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Like flaves> they crowd my flight behindj 
.And own mc of fupcrior kind." 

The Farmer laugh'd, and thus rcplyM ; 
«* Thou dull important lump of pride, 30 

Dar'ft thou with that haxfh grating tongue 
Depreciate birds of warbling fong ? 
Indulge thy fpleen ; know men and fowl 
Regard thee, as thou art, an Owl. 
Befides, proud Blockhead ! be not vain 3 j 

Of what thou cairft thy (laves and train : 
Few follow Wifdom or her rules; 
Fools in deriiion follow fools.'' 

FABLE XLII, 

THE JUGGLBRS. 

II JUGGLER long through all the Town 
^^^ Had rais'd his fortune and renown s 
You 'd think (fo far his art tranfcends) 
The devil at his fingers' ends. 

Vice heard his fame, ihe read his bill; 5 

Convinc'd of his inferior ikill. 
She fought his booth, and from the crowd 
Defy'd the man of art aloud. 

<« Is this then he fo fam'd for Height i 
Can this flow bungler cheat your fight ? ko 

Dares he with me difpute the prize f 
I leave it to impartial eyes." 

Provok'd, the Juggler cry'd, " Tis done 5 
lA fdence I fubmit to none*'*. 

H4 Thus 
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Thus fsdd, the cups and balls he play'd; 15 

By turns this here, that there, convey *d. 
The cards, obedient to his words. 
Are by a fillip tum'd to birds. 
His little boxes change the grain : 
Trick after trick deludes the train, t 

He fhakes his bkg, he (hews all fair ; 
His fingers fpread, and nothing there ; 
' Then bids it rain with fhowers of gold; 
And how his ivory eggs are told ; 
But, when from thence the hen he draws, ^^ 
Amaz'd fpedators hum applaufe. *" 

Vice now ftept forth, and took the place. 
With all the forms of his grimace, 

•' This magic looking-glafs, (he cries, 
(There, hand it round) will charm your eyes." ^7— ■_ 
Each eager eye the fight defir'd. 
And every man himfelf admir'd. 

Next, to a fenator addreffing, 
"See this bank-note; obferve the blefiing. 

Breathe on the bill. Heigh, pafsl 'Tisgone." . 

Upon his lips a padlock ftiown. 
A fecond puff the magic broke ; 
The padlock vanifhM, and he fpoke. 

Twelve bottles rang'd upon the board 
*^ All full, with heady liquor ftor*d, ^g^ 

By clean conveyance difappe'ar. 
And now two bloody fwords are there, 
^ A purfe flie to a thief expos'd ; . 
At once his ready "fingers clos'd. " *- 
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He opes his fift, the treafure 's fled ; 45 

He fees a halter in its ftead. 

She bids ambition hold a wand ; 
He grafps a hatchet in his hand. 

A box of charity ihe ihows. 
^* Blow here;** and a church- warden blows. 50 
"Tis vaniih'd with conveyance neat. 
And oh the table fmokes a treat. 

She fhakes the dice, the board fhe knocks. 
And from all pockets fills her box. 

She next a meagre rake addrefl. 55 

■* This pidure fee; her ftiape, her bread! 
What youth, and what inviting eyes ! 
Hold hef, and have her.'* With furprize. 
His hand exposed a box of pills. 
And a loud laugh proclaim'd his ilb. 60 

A counter, in a mifer's hand. 
Grew twenty guineas at command. 
She bids his heir the fum retain, . 
And 'tis a counter now again. 

A guinea with her touch you fee ^5 

Take every ihape but -Charity; 
And not one thing you faw, or drew. 
But chang'd from what was firft in view. 

The Juggler now, in grief of heart. 
With this fubmiffion own'd her art. 70 

*' Can I fuch matchlefs fleight withftand 1 
How practice hath improved your hand I 
But now and then I cheat the throng ; 
You every day, and all day long.** 

FABLE 
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FABLE XLIII. 

THE COUNCIL OP HORSE9. 

T T P ON a time a neighing fteed, 

^^^ Who graz'd among a numerous breeds 

With mutiny had fir'd the train; 

And fpread difTenfion through the plain. 

On matters that concern'd the ftate 

The Council met in grand debate. 

A Colt, whofe eye-balls flam'd with ire> 

Elate with ftrength and youthful firc> 

In hafte ftept forth before the reft, 

^nd thus the liftening throng addreft. 

" Good Gods ! how abjed is our race* 
Condemn'd to flavery and difgrace ! 
Shall we our fervitude retain^ 
Becaufe our fires have borne the chain ? 
Confider> Friends! your ftrength and mighty 
'Tis conqueft to aflert your right. 
How cumbrous is the gilded coach ! 
The pride of man is our reproach. 
Were we defign'd for daily toil> 
To drag the plough-fhare through the foilj 
To fweat in hamefs through the road, 
: To groan beneath the carriier*s load ? 
How feeble are the two-legg*d kind ! 
What force is in our nerves combin'd \ 
Shall then our nobler jaws fubmit 
To foam and ciuonp the galling bit I 

SI 
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"Shall hlughty man my back beftride ? 

Shall the iharp fpur provoke my fide ? 

Forbid it. Heavens I Rejed the rein ; 

Your fhame, your infamy, difdain. 30 

J^et him the lion firft control, 

^nd ftill the tiger's famifh'd growl. 

X^et us, like them, our freedom claim, 

^nd make him tremble at our name.*' 

A general nod approved the caufe, 55 

^nd aU the circle neigh'd applaufe. 
'When, lo ! with grave and folcmn pace, 
-A Steed advancM before the race, 
With age and long experience wife ; 

Around he caft his thoughtful eyes, 40 

And, to the murmurs of the train. 
Thus fpoke the Neftor of the plain. 

" When I had health and ilrength, like you. 

The toils of fervitude I knew ; 

Now grateful man rewards my pains, 4j 

And gives me all thefe wide domains* 

At will I crop the year's increafe ; 

My latter life is reil and peace. 

I grant, to man we lend our pains. 

And aid him to corred the plains ; 50 

But doth not he divide the care. 

Through all the labours of the year ? 

How many thoufand ftru£tures rife, • 

To fence us from inclement ikies I 

For us he bears the fultry day, 55 

And fiores up all our winter's hay« 

He 
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He (ov/s, he reaps the harveft's gain; 

We ihare the toil, and (hare the grain. 

Since every creature was decreed 

To aid each other's mutual need, ^ 

Appeafe your difcontented mind. 

And ad the part by Heaven affign'd.'* 

The tumult ceas'd. The Colt fubmittcd,p- 
And, like his anceflors, was bitted. 

FABLE XLIV. 

THE HOUND AND THE HUNTSMAN. 

IMPERTINENCE at firft is borne 
• With heedlefs flight, or fmiles of fcom; 
Teaz'd into wrath, what patience bears 
The noify fool who perfeveres ? 

The morning wakes, the Huntfman found ^* 
At once rufh forth the joyful Hounds ; 
They feek the wood with eager pace, 
Through bufh, through brier, explore the ch^^^^* 
Now fcatter'd wide they try the plain. 
And fnuff the dewy turf in vain. '^ 

What care, what induftry, what pains ! 
What univerfal filence reigns! 

Ringwood, a dog of little fame. 
Young, pert, and ignorant of game. 
At once difplays his babbling throat ; ^5 

The pack, regardlefs of the note, 
' Purfue the fcent ; with louder ftrain 
He ftill perfifts to vex the train. 
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The Huntfinan to the clamour flies, 
l^he fmacking laih he fmartly plies. ^20 

I-Jis ribs all wclkM, with howling tone 
'JThe puppy thus exprefs'd his moan : 
«* I IcnQw the muiic of my tongue 
JLong fince the pack with envy Hung. 
"What will not fpite ? Thefe bitter fmarts 25 

X owe to my fuperior parts." 

** When Puppies prate, the Huntfman cry*d, 
They (hew both ignorance and pride : 
X^ools may our fcorn, not envy, raife ; 
JPor envy is a kind of praife. 30 

Had not thy forward noify tongue 
Proclaimed thee always in the wrong. 
Thou might'ft have mingled with the reft. 
And ne'er thy foolifli nofe confeft ; 
But fools, to talking ever prone, 35 

Arc fure to make their follies known." 
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THE POET AND THE ROSE. 

T HATE the man who builds his name 

On ruins of another's fame. 
Thus prudes, by charadters o'erthrewn. 
Imagine that they raife their own. 
Thus fcribblers, covetous of praife. 
Think flander can tranfplant the bays. 



Beautieai 
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Beauties and l>ards have equal pride» 
With both all rivals are decry'd. 
Who praifes Lefbia's eye% and ieature, 
Muft call her iiKer eukward creatHre ; 
For the kind flattery *s fare to charm. 
When we foaie other nymph difarm. 

As in the eool of early day 
A Poet fought the fweets of May, 
The garden*s fragrant breadi afcends, ij 

And every ftalk with odour bends ; 
A rofe he pluck'd, he gaz'd, admir'd. 
Thus finging, as the Mufe infpir*d : 
** Go, Rofe, my Chloe's bofom grace ; 

** How happy ftall I prove, ^o 

** Might I fupply that envy'd place 

** With never-fading love ! 
** There, Phcenix-like, beneath her eye, 
*• Involved in fragrance, bum and die. 
•* Know, haplefs Flower ! that thou ftialt find ^i 

** More fragrant Rofes there; 
•* I fee thy withering head reclin'd 

" With envy and defpair ! 
'* One common fate we both muft prove; 
•' You die with envy, I with love." 3^ 

** Spare your comparifons, reply'd 
An angry Rofe, who grew beiide. 
Of all mankind you fhouldnot flout us ; 
What can a Poet do without us ? 
In every love-fong Rofes bloom ; 5 

We lend you colour and perfume ; 



FABLES. fiCSLt h iitr 

Does it to Cfaloe's diaarms coiiduoe» 
To found her praife on omr aboTe ? 
Muft we> to ^uter her, be made 
To witfaKi^ €invj9 f am, and Mt } 49 



FABLE XLVI- 

^ ME CUR, TH£ H0It8E» ANB THE SHEPHBaft's 
DOG. 

*T*H E lad oF a]l-i*afficient merit 
•^ With modeity ncVr damps his fpirit ; 

I'refumilig on his own deferts, 

On all alike his tongue exerts ; 

Xiis noify jokes at random threws, 5 

Jbid pertly fpatters friend and foes. 

In wit and war the bully race 

C^ontribute to their own difgrace : 

Too late the forward youth ihall find 

That jokes are fometimes paid in kind; 10 

Or, if they canker in the breaft, 

He makes a foe who makes a jeft. 
A village Cur, of fnappifh race^ 

The perteft puppy of the place, 

Jmagin'd that his treble throat 1 5 

"Was bleft with Mufic's fwceteft note ; 

Jn the mid road he b^&ing lay. 

The yelping nuifance of the way ; 
JPor not a creature pafs'd along, 
3ot had a iample of his fang. 20 

Soon 
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Soon as the trotting Steed he hears. 
He ftartSy he cocks his dapper ears.; 
Away he fcowers, ailaults his hoof; 
. J<]^ow near him fnarls, now barks aloof; 
With flirill impertinence attends. 
Nor leaves him till the village ends. 
It chanc'd, upon his evil day, 
A Pad came pacing down the way ; 
The Cur, with nev6r-ceafing tongue. 
Upon the paffing traveller fprung. 
The Horfe, from fcom provoked to ire, 
T'lung backward; rolling in the mire. 
The Puppy howl'd, and bleeding lay ; 
The Pad in peace purfu'd his way. 

A Shepherd's Dog, who faw the deed, 
Deteiling the vexatious breed, 
Befpoke him thus : ** When coxcombs prate. 
They kindle wrath, contempt, or hate ; 
Thy teazing tongue had judgement ty'd. 
Thou hadft not like a puppy dy*d." 



FABLE XLVII. 

THE COURT OF DEATH. 

T^ E ATHj on a folemn night of ftate. 

In all his pomp of terror fate : 
Th* attendants of his gloomy reign> 
Dife^fes dire, a ghaftly train ! 

Cr 
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Crowd the vaft court. With 
A voice thus thundered from ' 
*' This night our minifter we 
Let every fervant {peak his cl; 
Merit fhall bear this ebon war 
All, at the word, ftretch'd fb 

Fever, with burning heat p 
Advanc'd, and for the wand £ 
** I to the weekly bills app 
Let thofe exprefs my fervent : 
On every flight occafion near. 
With violence I perfevere." 

Next Gout appears with lin 
Pleads how he fhifts from plac 
From head to foot how fwift h- 
And every joint and finew plie 
Still working when he feems fi 
A moll tenacious ilubborn gue 

A haggard fpedlre from the 
Crawls forth, and thus afTerts 
'* 'Tis I who taint the fweetel 
And in the fliape of Love deflr 
My flianks, funk eyes, and no 
Prove my preteniion to the plac 

Stone urg'd his ever-growing 
\nd,' next, Confumption's me 
iVith feeble voice that fcarce v 
Broke with fhort coughs, his fi 
'* Let none objeft my lingering 
[ gain, like Fabius, by delay 

Vol. XXXVII. I 
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Fatigue and weaken every foe \S 

By long attack, fccurc, though flow." 

Plague reprefents his rapid power. 
Who thinn'd a nation in an hour. 

All fpoke their claim, and hop'd the wand^^ 
Now expeftation hulh'd the band ; 
When thus the Monarch from the throne: 

*' Merit was ever modeft known. 
What, no Phyfician fpeak his right ! 
None here ! but fees their toils requite. 
Let then Intemperance take the wand. 
Who fills with gold their zealous hand. 
You, Fever, Gout, and all the reft, 
(Whom wary men, as foes, deteft) 
Forego your claim ; no more pretend ; 
Intemperance is efteem'd a friend ; 
He (hares their mirth, their focial joys. 
And as a courted gueft deftroys. 
The charge on him muft juftly fall. 
Who finds employment for you all .'* 



FABLE. XLVIIL 

THE GARDENER AND THE HOG« 

A GARDENER, of peculiar tafte, 
■^^ On a young Hog his favour plac'd. 
Who fed not with the common herd ; 
His tray was to the hall preferr*d* 
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He wallowed underneath the board), 5 

Or in his mailer's chamber fnorM^ 
Who fondly ftroak'd him every day, 
And tanght him all the Puppy's play. 
Where'er he went^ the grunting fnend 
Ne'er fail'd his pleafufe to attends 10 

As on a time the loving pair 
Walk'd forth to tend the garden's care, 
The Mafter thus addrefs'd the Swine : 

** My hoafe» my garden, all is thine» 
On turnips feaft whene'er you pleafe, 1 5 

And riot in my beans and peafe ; 
If the potatoe's tafte delights^ 
Or the red carrot's fwcet invites. 
Indulge thy morn and evening hours ; 
But let due care regard my flowers : 20 

My tulips are my garden's pride : 
What vaft cxpence thofe beds fupply'dl" 

The Hog by chance one morning roam'd. 
Where with new ale the veflels foam'd : 
He munches now the fteaming grains, 25 

Now with full fwill the liquor drains. 
Intoxicating fumes arife ; 
He reels, he rolls his winking eyes ; 
Then ftaggering through the garden fcours. 
And treads down painted ranks of flowers, 30 
With delvii^ fnout he turns the foil. 
And cools his palate with the fpoil. 

The Mafter came, the ruin fpy'dj 
•* Villain! fufpcnd thy rage, he cry 'd. 

I 2 . Hail 
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Haft thou, thou moft ungrateful fot, 35 

My charge, my only charge, forgot ? 
What, all my flowers I" No more he faid. 
But gaz'd, and figh'd, and hung his head. 

The Hog with ftuttering fpeech returns : 
" Explain, Sir, why your anger burns. ¥* 

See there, untouched, your tulips ftrown. 
For I devoured the roots alone." 

At this the Gardener's paffion grows ; 
From oaths and threats he fell to blows. 
The ftubbom brute the blows fuftains, 45 

AfTaults his leg, and tears the veins. 

*' Ah ! foolifh Swain ! too late you find 
That ftyes were forfuch friends defign*d !'* 

Homeward he limps with painful pace, 
Refledling thus on paft difgrace : 5^ 

" Who cherifhes a brutal mate. 
Shall mourn the folly foon or late." 



FABLE XLIX. 

THE MAN AND THE FLEA. 

"TIT HE THE R on earth, in air, or main. 
Sure jvery^ thing alive is vain ! 
Does not the Hawk all fowls furvey. 
As deftin'd only for his prey ? 
And do not tyrants, prouder things, 5 

'I'hiak men were born for Haves to kings ? 
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When the Crab views the pearly ftrands, 
Or Tagus, bright with golden fands. 
Or crawls befide the coral grove, 
And hears the ocean roll above, lo 

** Nature is too profufe, fays he, 
Who gave all thefe to pleafure me !" 

When bordering pinks and rofes bloom. 
And every garden breathes perfume ; 
When peaches glow with funny dyes , 1 5 

Like Laura's cheek when blufhes rife ; 
When with huge figs the branches bend. 
When dufters from the vine depend ; 
The Snail looks round on flower and tr^. 
And cries, *' All thefe were made for me !" 20 

*^ Whatdignity 'sin human nature!" 
Says Man, the moft conceited creature, 
As from a cliiF he caft his eye. 
And viewed the fea and arched fky. 
The fun was funk beneath the main ; 25 

The moon and all the ftarry train 
Hung the vaft vault of Heaven. The Man 
His contemplation thus began : 

** When I behold this glorious Ihow, 
And the wide watery world below, 50 

The fcaly people of the main, 
The beafts that range the wood or plain, 
The wing'd inhabitants of air. 
The day, the night, the various year ; 
And know all thefe by Heaven defign'd ^^ 

As gifts to pleafure human -kind ; 

I 3 \ ^^jocvt^ssx. 
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I cannot raifc my worth too high; 
Of what vail confequcnce am 1 1" 

" Not of th' importance you fuppofe, 
Replies a Flea upon his nofe. 
Be humble, learn thyfelf to fcan; 
Know, pride was never made for man. 
'Tis vanity that fwells thy mind. 
What! heaven and earth for thee defign'dl 
Jor thee, made only for our need. 
That mor^e important Fleas might feed.'' 

FABLE L. 

TiA HAHE AND MANY FRIENDS. 

rpRIENDSHIP, like love, is but a name 
^ Unlefs to one you flint the flame. 
The child, whom many fathers (hare. 
Hath feldom known a father's care. 
'Tis thus in friendfliips ; who depend 
On many, rarely £nd a friend. 

A Hare who, in a civil way. 
Comply 'd with every thing, like Gay, 
Was known by all the beftial train 
Who haunt the wood, or graze the plain ; 
Her care was never to offend ; 
And every creature was her friend. 

As forth flie went at early dawn. 
To taile the dew-beiprinkled lawn. 
Behind ihe hears the hunter's cries. 
And from the deep-anouth'd tthunder flies. 
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She ftartSy fhe flops, flie pants for breath $ 
She hears the near advance of death ; 
She doubles, to miflead the hound. 
And meafures back her mazy round; 20 

Till, fainting in the public way, 
Half-dead with fear flie gafping lay. 

What tranfport in her bofom grew,. 
When firft the Horfe appeared in view ! 

** Let me, fays fhe, your back afcend, 25 
And owe my fafety to a friend. 
You know my feet betray my flight : 
To friendfhip every burden 's light." 

The Horfe reply'd, " Poor honeft Pufs, 
It grieves my heart to fee thee thus : 30 

Be comforted, relief is near. 
For all your friends are in the rear." 

She next the flately Bull implor'd; 
And thus reply'd the mighty lord : 
** Since every beafl alive can tell 35 

That I fincerely wifK you well, 
I may,, without offence, pretend 
To take the freedom of a friend. 
Love calls me hence ; a favourite Cow 
Expedb me near yon' barley-mow ; 40 

^nd, when a lady 's in the cafe. 
You know, all other things give place. 
To leave you thus might feem unkind ; 
But fee, the Goat is jufl behind." 

The Goat remarked ** her pulfe was high, 45 
Her languid head, her heavy eye: 

I 4 My 
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My back, fays he, may do you harm ; 
The Sheep's at hand, and wool is warm." 

The fheep was feeble, and complain'd 
*' His fides a load of wool fuftain'd ; 50 

Said, he was flow, confefs'd his fears; 
For hounds eat fheep as well as hares." 

She ncTw the trotting Calf addrefs'd. 
To fave from death a friend diftrefs'd- 

" Shall I, fays he, of tender age, 55 

In this important care engage ? 
Older and abler pafs'd you by ; 
How ilrong are thofe ! how weak am I ! 
Should I prefume to bear you hence, 
Thofe friends of mine may take offence* ^ 

Excufe me, then ; you know my heart ■; 
But deareft friends, alas ! muft part. 
How (hall we all lament ! Adieu ; 
For fee the hounds are juft in view." 



END OF THE FIRST PART. 
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FABLES. 

PART THE SECOND, 



ADVERTISEMENT, 

"hefe Fables were finifhed by Mr. Gay, and in- 
tended for the prefs a fhort time before his death ; 
when they were left, with his other papers, to the 
care of Jbis noble friend and patron the Duke of 
Queenfterry. His Grace has accordingly per- 
mitted thqm to the prefs ; and they are here 
printed from the originals in the Author's own 
hand-writing. We hope they will pleafe equally 
with his former Fables, though moftly on fubjeds 
of a graver and more political turn. They will 
certainly (hew him to have been (what he efteemcd 
the beft charader) a man of a truly honeft heart, 
and a fincere lover of his country. 

FABLE I. 

THE DOG AND THE FOX.. 

To a Lawyer. 
'W KNOW you Lawyers can, with eafe, 
"^ Twift words and meanings as you pleafe ; 
^That language, by your (kill made pliant, 
"V^iil bend to favOur every client ; 
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That *tis the fee direfts the fenfe, 5 

To make out either fide's pretence. 

When you pcrufe the cleareft cafe^ 

You fee it with a double face : 

For fcepticifni's your profeflion; 

You hold there 's doubt in all expreffion*. lO 

Hence is the bar with fees fupplyM; 
Hence eloquence takes either fide. 
Your hand would have but paltry gleaning> 
Could every man exprefs his meaning,. 
Who dares prefume to pen a d^edr H 

Unlefs you prcvioufly arc fce'd ? 
'Tis drawn ;. and^ ix) augment the coft> 
In dull prolixity engroft. 
And now we 're well fecur*d by law. 
Till the next brother find a^ flaw. zo 

Read o'er a will. Was 't ever }cnown 
But you could make the will your own I 
For, when you read, 'tis with intent 
To find out meanings never meimt. 
Sinc^ things stre tJijis,^ defeudmdo^ 1$- 

I bar fallacious infundfi. 

Sagacious Forta's ikill could trace 
Some beaft or Jnrd in eyeiy &ce. 
The head, thfe eye, Uie nofe's lhape> 
Prov'd this an owl, and that 4n ape. jc^ 

When, in the lketche« thus defign'd, 
Refemblance brings fome friend to mind# 
You ihow the piece^ and give the hint. 
And find «ach feature in the prijit; 

S<^ 
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^o monfbous-like the portrait 's found> 35 

All know it, and the laugh goes round. 
Like him I draw from general nature ; 
Is 't I or yon then £x the iatire ? 

So> Sir> I beg you, fpare your pains 
In making comments on my ftrains. 40 

All private ilander I deteft, 
I judge not of my neighbour's breafl : 
Party and prejudice I hate. 
And write no libels on the ftate» 

Shall not my Fable cenfure vice* 4^ 

Becaufe a knave is over-nice ? 
And, left the guilty hear and dread. 
Shall not the decalogue be read i 
If I lafh vice in general fiction. 
Is 't I apply, or felf-convidion ? 5.a 

Brutes are my theme. Am I to blame. 
If men and morals are the fame ? 
I no man call or ape or afs ; 
'Tis his own confcience holds the glafs. 
Thus void of all offence I write : 55 

Who claims the fable, knows his right. 

A fhepherd's Dog unikill'd in fports, 
PickM up acquaintance of all forts ; 
Among the reft a Fox he knew ; 
By frequent chat their friendfhip grew. 60 

Says Reynard, «* 'Tis a cruel cafe. 
That man (hould ftigmatize our race. 
No doubt, among us rogues you find, 
Afl among dogs and human kind ; 

And 
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And yet (unknown to me and you) 65 

There may be honefl men and true. 
Thus (lander tries whate'ef it can 
To put us on the foot with man. 

Let my own aftions recommend ; 
No prejudice can blind a friend : 7^ 

You know me free from all diiguife ; 
My honour as my life I prize/' 

By talk like this, from all miftruft 
The Dog was cur'd, and thought him juft. 

As on a time the Fox held forth 75 

On confcience, honefty, and worth. 
Sudden he ftopp'd ; he cock'd his ear ; 
Lpw dropt his brulhy tail with fear. 

** Blefs us ! the hunters are abroad : 
What 's all that clatter on the road !" ^C^ 

" Hold, fays tlie Dog, we 're fafe from harm, 
*Twas nothing but a falfe alarm. 
At yonder town 'tis market-day ; 
Some farmer's wife is on the way ; 
^Ti«'fo (I know her pyebald mare), 85 

Dame Dobbins with her poultry-ware." 

Reynard grew huiF. Says he, *' This fneer 
From you I little thought to hear : 
Your meaning in your looks 1 fee. 
Pray, what 's Dame Dobbins, friend, to me ? 90 
Did I e'er make her poultry thinner ! 
Prove that I owe the Dame a dinner." 

'' Friend, quoth the Cur, I meant no harm ; 
Then why fo captious ? why fo warm ? 

Mr" 
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My words in common acceptation, 95 . 

Could never give thid provocation. 
No lamb (for aught I ever knew) 
May be more innocent than you." 
At this, gall'd Reynard winc'd, and fvvore 
Such language ne'er was given before. 100 

** What 's lamb to me ? this fancy hint 
Shows me, bafe Knave, which way you fquint. 
If th' other night your mailer loft 
Three lambs, am I to pay the coft ? 
Your vile refledlions would imply 105 

That I 'm the thief. You Dog, you lye.'* 

" Thou knave, thou fool ! (the Dog reply'd) 
The name is juft, take either fide ; 
Thy guilt thefe applications fpeak : 
Sirrah, 'tis confcience makes you fqueak.** 110 

So faying, on the Fox he flies : 
The felf-convided felon dies. 

FABLE II. 

The vulture, the sparrow, and other 

BIRDS. 

To a Friend in the Country. 
P RE I begin, I muft premife, 
"^ Our minillers are good and wife ; 
So, though malicious tongues apply, 
l^ray what care they, or what care I ? 

If I am free with courts, be 't known, 5 

1 ne'er prefunxc to mean our own. 

If 
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If general lAoi'als feem to joke 

On minifters, and fuch-like folk, 

A captious fool may take offence ; 

What then ? He knows his own pretence, lO 

I meddle with no ftate-affidrs. 

But fpare my jeft to fave my ears. 

Our prefent fchemes are too profound. 

For Machiavel himfelf to foand : 

To cenfure them I 'avc no pretenfion ; 15 

I own they 're paft my comprchenfion. 

You fay your brother wants a place* 
l^Tis many a younger brother's cafe) 
And that he very foon intends | 

Tx> ply the court, and teaze his friends. 20 

if there his merits chance to find 
A patriot of an open mind, 
Whofe confbint actions prove him juft 
To both a king's and people's truft. 
May he, with gratitude, attend> 25 

And owe his rife to fuch a friend I 

You {»r^fe his parts, for bufineis fit. 
His learning, probity, and wit ; 
But thofe alone will never do, 
Unlefs his patron have them too. 5^ 

I 'ave heard of times (pray God defend us ! 
We 're not fo good but he can mend us) 
When wicked minifters have trod 
On king* and people, law and God ; 
With arrogance they girt the throne, ^ 

And knew no intercft but their own. 
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Then virtue> from prefennent barr'd 
Gets nothing but its own reward. 
A gang of petty knaves atttnd '^m^ 
With proper parts to recommend 'em. 4a 

Then, if his patron burn with kft*. 
The firft in favour 's pimp the firft. 
His doors are never clos'd to fpics. 
Who cheer his heart with double Ijes.; 
They flatter him, his foes defame, ^ 45 

So lull the pangs of guilt and fhame. 
If fchemes of lucre haunt his brain, 
Projedors fwell his greedy train ; 
Vile brokers ply his private ear 
With jobs of plunder for the year ; 50 

All confciences muft bend and ply ? 
You muft vote on, and not know why : 

Through thick and thin you muA go on ; 
One fcruple, and your place is gone. 

Since plagues like thefe have curs'd a land, 5; 
And favourites cannot always (land. 

Good courtiers fhould for change be ready. 

And not have principles too fteady ; 

Por, fhould a knave engrofs the power, 

(God fhield the realm from that fad hour I) 60 

He muft have rogues or flavifh fools ; 

For what 's a knave without his tools ? 
Wherever thofe a people drain. 

And ftrut with infamy and gain, 

I envy not their guilt and ftate, 65 

And (corn to ihare the public hate* 

Let 
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Let their own fervile creatures rife. 

By fcreening fraud, and venting lyes ; 

Give me, kind Heaven, a private ftation*, 

A mind ferene for contemplation : 70 

Title and profit I refign ; 

The poft of honour Ihall be mine. 

My Fable read, their merits view. 

Then herd who will with fuch a crew. 

In days of yore (my cautious rhymes 75 

Always except the prefent times) 
A greedy Vulture, Ikill'd in game, 
Inur'd to guilt, unaw'd by fhame, 
Approach'd the throne in evil hour. 
And ftep by ftep intrudes to power : 80 

When at the royal Eagle's ear. 
He longs to eafe the monarch's care* 
The monarch grants. With pride elate. 
Behold him minifler of ftate ! 
Around him throng the feather'd rout; 85 

Friends muft be ferv'd, and fome muil out : 
Each thinks his own the beft preteniion ; 
This afks a place, and that a peniion ; 

The Nightingale was fet afide. 
A forward Daw his room fupply'd. 90 

" This bird (fays he), for bufmefs fit. 
Hath both fagacity and wit : 
With all his turns, and ihifts, and tricks. 
He 's docile, and at nothing flicks : 

Then 

• —When impious men bear fway. 
The pofl of honour is a private ftation* Adpison. 
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Then with his neigl 
At all times will co 

The Hawk had d 
For parts and talen 
Thoufands of hireli 
As bluftering buUic 

At once the Rav< 
And Magpies with 

Thofe fowls of o: 
That pry into anotl 
State-lyes muft lofc 
For they forefee an 
My friends ne'er tl 
Speak what they 'r 

'* When rogues 
To honours and en 
I court no favour, 
Fromfuch, preferi 
Within my thatch' 
(What thefe ne'er 

F A 

THE BABOON 

To a 

TT7E frequently 

By judging 

To birth, wealth. 

Precedence, and ot 

yoL. XXXVll. 
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In that is due diiUn£^i^ fiieiyii ; 5 

Efteem is Virtue's righj ^Ipftie. 

With paftial eye we -rp ^pt tp fee 
The man of T^Qhl§ pedigree : 
We 're prepflffeft piy Lord iuherits. 
In fome degfe(e> his; gr^ndfire's merits ; 10 

For thofe we ^i^ upon re<»rd. 
But find hi|)i fVOtUag l)u( my Lord. 

When we, with fyperfipUl view. 
Gaze on the rich, wp 'f^ ^fews^kd t<V». 
We know tha; wf^l|ji, v^0} imderftppd, IS 

Hath frequent ppwef of 49ing gfifid ; 
Then fapcy that the ^ing U ^ooe. 
As if thp pp^isr and y4U Wi^^fi of^Pt 
Thi^ 9fj;' ^h^ c}ieate4 grwd ^4or? 
The thriving JcB^E^vp^ lblL| keep, thiwn poor. 20 

The cringing trjUn of pfiwer furvcy ; 
What creaturp« ^e fp low a« they 1 
With what obfpquiQufiiefs they bend ! 
To v(\^\ y\\e ^&i^i^ aondefcend \ 
Their rife is on their meannefs built, 25 

And flattery is their fmalleft guilt. 
What homage, reverence, adoration. 
In every age, in every nation ^ 
Have fycophants to power addrefs'd ! 
No matter who tl^e power ppflefi'd. 30 

Let minillers be what they will. 
You find their levees always fill : 
Ev'n thofe who Ijave perplex'd a ftate, 
Whofe addons claim 9ontep[ipt a^id hajc. 
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Had wretches to applaud their fchemes, 3^ 

Though more abfurd than madmen's dreams. 
When barbarous Molodi was invok'd. 
The blood of infants only fmok'd ! 
But here (unlefs all hiftory lyes) 
Whole realms have been a facrificc. 40 

Look through all courts : 'tis power we find 
The general idol of mankind ; 
There worlhip'd under every fliape : 
Alike the lion, fox, and ape. 
Are followed by timc-ferving flavet» 45 

Rich proititutes and needy knaves. 

Who then (hall glory in his poft ? 
How frail his pride, how vain his boaft ! 
The followers of his profperous hour 
Are as unftable as his power. 50 

Power, by the breath of Flattery nurft. 
The more it fwells is nearer burft ; 
The bubble breaks, the gewgaw ends. 
And in a dirty tear defcends. 

Once on a time an ancient maid» 55 

By wifhes and by time decayed. 
To cure the pangs of reftlefs thought. 
In birds and beafts amufement fought : 
Dogs, parrots, apes, her hours employ'd ; i 
With thefe alone Ihe talk'd and toy'd. 60 

A huge Baboon her fancy took 
(Almoil a man in fize and look), 
He finger'd every thing he found. 
And mimick'd all the fervants rounds 

K 2 IWxv, 
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Then, too, his parts and ready wit "65 

Show'd him for every bufincfs fit. 

With all thefe talents 'twas but juft 

That Pug (hottld hold a place of trufl; 

So to her favourite was affign'd 

The charge of all her feather'd kind. 7° 

'Twas his to tend them eve and mom» 

And portion out their daily com. 

Behold him now, with haughty ftride, 
AfTume a minifterial pride. 
The morning rofe. In hope of picking, 75 
Swans, turkeys, peacocks, ducks, and duckeD> 
Fowls of all ranks furround his hut. 
To worfhip his important ftrut. 
The minifter appears. The crowd. 
Now here, now there, obfequious bow'd. ^o 
This prais'd his parts, and that his face, 
Th' other his dignity in place. 
From bill to bill the flattery ran : 
He hears and bears it like a man ; 
For, when we flatter Self-conceit, 85 

We but his fentiments repeat. 

If we 're too fcrupuloufly juft. 
What profit 's in a place of truft ; 
The common practice of the great 
Is to fecure a fiiug retreat. 9^ 

So Pug began to turn his brain 
(Like other folks in place) on gain. 

An apple- woman's ftall was near. 
Well ilock*d with fruits through all the year ; 

Here 
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Here every day he cramm 
Hence were his hoards of 
For 'twas agreed (in way 
His payments (hould in C( 

The ftock of grain was 
And no account which wa 
Then, too, the Poultry's 
Caus'd fpeculations of fuf] 
The fads were prov'd be; 
Pug muft refund his hoarc 
And, though then miniftc 
Was branded as a public 
Difgrac'd, defpis'd, coni 
He nothing but his pride 

A Goofe pai&'d by ; h< 
Seen every levee while ir 

" What, no refped I 
How faucy are thefe creal 
Not two days fince (fays 
The lowed of my fawnin; 

«* Proud fool! (replies 
Thy corn a fluttering lev 
For that I join 'd the hun 
And fold thee flattery for 
But then, as now, conce 
We faw thee in thy prop 
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FABLE IV. 

TBI ANT IHr OFPICC. 

To a Friend, 
OU tell me that you apprehend 



My verfe may touchy folks ofiend. 

In prudence^ too> you think my rhymes 

Should never fquint at courtiers' crimes ; 

For though nor this nor that is meant, 5 

Can we another's thoughts prevent ? 
You aik me if I ever kne^ 

Court chaplains thus the lawn purfde ? 

1 meddl« not with gown or IstWA ; 

Poets, I grant, to rife muft fewn ; lO 

They know great cars are over-nice* 

And never ihock their patron's vice. 

But I this hackney-path defpiie; 

'Tis my ambition not to rifc. 

If I mnfk proihtute the Mufe, 1 5 

The bafe condidons I refUfe. 

I neither flatter nor defame. 
Yet own I would bring guilt to fhame. 
If I Corruption's hand expofe, 
J make corrupted men my foes ; tc^ 

What then ? I hate the paltry tribe : 
Be virtue mine ; be theirs the bribe. 
I no man's property invade ; 
Corruption 's yet no lawful trade. 
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Nor would it ifts^ity iUf produce^ 
Could I fluune bribery oat of ufe. 
I know *t9fMd cnmp axA polidcis 
Were they ty'd down to thefe condii 
Twoold ftint tlieir powei'^ their rid 
And make their fMUti fttfm lefs proi 
Were tbiy deny'd tke^ proper tools 
How could tltey lead their knaves ai 
Were this the ctffe^ let 's take a vie 
What dreadful mifchiefi would enfu* 
Though it migiit aggrandize the fb 
Could private lutory dine on plate i 
Kings might imdeed their friends re- 
But mimftett find left regard. 
Informers, fycx^phantSji and fpies. 
Would not augment the year's fupp 
Perhaps, too, take away this prop. 
An annual jobb or two might drop, 
Befides, if penfions were deny'd. 
Could Avarice fupport its pride ? 
It might ev'n minifters oonfound. 
And yet the ^e be iafe and found. 
I care not thoug^^ 'tis underftood 
I only mean my country's good : 
And (let who will my freedom blar 
I wifh all courtiers did the fame. 
Nay, though fome folks the lefs mi 
I wiih the nation out of debt. 
I put no private man's ambition 
With public good in competition : 

^4 
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Rather than have our laws defac'd> 5j 

I 'd vote a minifter difgrac'd. 

I ftrike at vice, be 't where it will ; 
And what if great folks take it ill ? 
I hope corruption, bribery, penfion. 
One may with detedation mention ; 60 

Think you the law (let who will take it) 
Can fcandalum magnatum make it ? 
I vent no (lander, owe no gmdgc. 
Nor of another'^ confcience judge : 
At him or him I take no aim, 6j 

Yet dare ag-ainft all vice declaim. 
Shall I not cenfure breach of truft, 
Becaufe knaves know themfelves unjuft ? 
That fleward, whofe account k clear. 
Demands his honour may appear: 7® 

His adlions never fhun the light ; 
He is, and would be prov'd, upright. 

But then you think my Fable bears 
Allufion, too, to ftate-affairs. 

I grant it does : and who 's fo great, 7 J 

That has the privilege to cheat ^ 
If then in any future reign 
(For minifters may third for gain) 
Corrupted hands defraud the nation, 
I bar no reader's application. %C 

An Ant there was, whofe forward prate 
Control'd all matters in debate ; 
Whether he knew the thing or no. 
His tongue eternally would go ; 

Fo^ 
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For he had impudence at will, 85 

And boafted univcrfal ikill. 
Ambition was his point in view : . 
Thus by degrees to power he grew. 
Behold him now his drift attain : 
He 's made chief treafurer of the grain. 90 

But as their antient laws are juft. 
And puniih breach of public trail, 
'Tis order'd (left wrong application 
Should ftarve that wife indullrious nation) 
That all accounts be ftated clear, 95 

I'heir ftock, and what defray'd the year ; 
That auditors ihaU thefe infpedb. 
And public rapine thus be checlc'd. 
For this the folemn day was fet ; 
The auditors in council met. 100 

The granary-keeper muft explain. 
And balance his account of gram. 
He brought (fince he could not refufe them) 
Some fcraps of paper to amufe them. 

An honeft Pi(inire> warm with zeal, 105 

In juftice to the public weal. 
Thus fpoke : "The nation's hoard is low; 
From whence does this profuiion flow ? 
I know our annual funds' amount ; 
Why fuch expence ? and where *s th' account ? ' * 110 

With wonted arrogance and pride. 
The Ant in office thus reply'd. 

*' Confider, Sirs, were fecrets told, 
liow could the beft-fchem'd projedts hold ? 

Should 
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Should we flate myfteries difelofey 115 

'Twould lay us open to our foes. 
My duty and my well-knovm seal 
Bid me our prefent fchemes cDBoett : 
But, on my honour, all th' eipenee 
(Though vaft) was for the fwatth's deknu^** 120 

They paft th' account a* fair and jift* 
And voted him implicit trttft. 

Next year again, the granafy drdn'dy 
He thus his innocence maintain'd. 

" Think how our pfefbnt matters ftafid^ 125 
What dangers thfeat ^m evefy hand; 
What hofts of turkeys ftroU for foodj 
No farmer's Wife bat hath her brood. 
Coniider, when iiiva^n *i near, . 
Intelligence muft coft us dexr; 130 

And, in this tieklifh fituatioft^ 
A fecret told b«rays «htf ttation :■ 
But, on my hoiid&r, all th* e*f«i4ie 
(Though vaft) tva« for ibe f^«ftri's defeiic*." - 

Again^ wkhc^t tfxaftdnatiofi, 135 

They thank'd his fagtf JCdniirfiftratJofi. 

The year revolves. Their trdafure, (pent. 
Again iii fecret fervice went. 
His honour, too, again was piedg'd, 
Tof fatisfy the charge all^dg'd. 140- 

When thus, with pajmic ihame poifefs^dy 
An auditor his frieflds addrefs'd. 

•« What ara we? mittiftdrkl feofe ! 
We little kn&vdi al*i gr9«^r kf9l§. 
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At laft this fecret is c^iplor'd, 145 

'Tis our corruption thins the hoard. 

For every grain wc touch'd, at leaft 

A thoufand his own heaps increased. 

Then for his kin and favourite fpies, 

A hundred hardly could fufnce. . ijo 

Thus, for a paltry fneaking bribe. 

We cheat ourfelves and all the tribe ; 

For all the magazine contains 

Grows from our annual toil and pains." 

They vote th' account fhall be inipeAed; 155 
The cunning plunderer is deteded i 
The fraud is fentencM ; and his hoai'd. 
As due, to public ufe ref^or'd. 



FABLE V. 

THE BEAk IN A BdAt. 

To a Coxcomb. 

'Tp H AT man muft daily wifer grow, 
'*' Whofe fearch is bent himfelf to know; 
Impartially he weighs his fcope^ 
And on firm reafon founds his hope ; 
He tries his ilrength before the race, 5 

And never feeks his own difgrace ; 
He knows the compafs, fail, and oar. 
Or never launches from the ftiore ; 
Before he builds, computes the coft> 
And in no prood puvfuit i» loft : 10 

He 
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He learns the bounds of human fenfe. 
And fafely walks within the fence. 
Thus, confcious of his own defedt. 
Are pride and felf-importance check'd. 

If then, felf-knowledge to purfue, ij 

Direft our life in every view. 
Of all the fools that pride can boaft, 
A Coxcomb claims diflindlion moil. 

Coxcombs are of all ranks and kind ; 
They 're not to fex or age confin'd, 20 

Or rich, or poor, or great, or fmall. 
And vanity befots them all. 
By ignorance is pride increas'd : 
Thofe moft aflume, who know the kail ; 
Their own falfe balance gives them weight, ^ S 
But every other finds them light. 

Not that all Coxcombs* follies flrike. 
And draw Qur ridicule alike ; 
To different merits each pretends : 
This in love- vanity tranfcends ; ^ 

That, fmitten with his face and fhape. 
By drefs diflinguifhes the ape ; 
Th' other with learning crams his fhelf. 
Knows books, and adl things but himfelf. 

All thefe are fools of low condition, 3^ 

Compared with Coxcombs of ambition : 
For thofe, puff 'd up with flattery, dare 
Affume a nation's various care. 
They ne'er the groffefl praife millrufl. 
Their fycophants feem hardly juil ; ^ 
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For xhefs, in part alone^ atteft 

The flattery their own thoughts fuggeft. 

In this wide fphere a Coxcomb *s fhown 

In other realms beiides his own : 

The felfi^eem'd Machiavel at large 45 

By turns controls in every charge. 

Does Commerce fufFer in her rights ? 

Tis he diredls the naval flights. 

What Tailor dares difpute his fkill ? 

He '11 be an admiral when he will. 50 

Now> meddling in the foldier's trade> 
Troops mufl be hir'd, and levies made. 
He gives ambafladors their cue. 
His cobbled treaties to renew ; 
And annual taxes mufl fuflice 55 

The current blunders to difguife. 
When his crude fchemes in air aft lofty 
And millions fcarce defray the cofl» 
His arrogance (nought undifmay'd) 
TrufUng in felf-fufficient aid, 60 

On other rocks mifguides the realm. 
And thinks a pilot at the helm. 
He ne'er fufpeds his want of (kill. 
But blunders on from ill to ill ; 
And, when he fails of all intent, 65 

Blames only unforefeen event. 
Led you miftake the application. 
The Fable calls me to relation. 

A Bear of fhag and manners rough. 
At climbing trees expert enough ; 70 

For 
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For dextroufly^ and (afe fimn hj|nfi» 
Year after year he fobb'd tke fwrann. 
Thus thriving on induftnous toil> 
He glory'd in his pilftr'd fpoU. 

This trick fo fwell'd kim with conceit, 75 
He thought no ^nterprife too great. 
Alike in fcienc^s and arts. 
He boafled univeKU parte : 
Pragmatic^ bufy, buftling, bold. 
His arrogance was uncontrol'd : 80 

And thus he made Ids party good. 
And grew diftator of the wood. 

The beafls> with admiration, ftare. 
And think him a prodigious Bear. 
Were any common booty got, 85 

'Twas his each portion to allot : 
For why ? he%und there might be picking, 
Ev'n in the carving of a chicken. 
Intruding thus, he by degrees 
Claim'd, too, the butcher's larger fees. 90 

And now his over-weening pride 
In every province will prefide. 
No tafk too diifieuh was found : 
His blundering nofe mifleads the hound. 
In ftratagem and fubtle arts 95 

He over-rules the fox's parts. 

It chanc'd as, on a certain day. 
Along the bank he took his way, 
A boat, with rudder, fail, and oar. 
At anchor floated near the ihore. 100 

He 
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He llopt, and, turning to his train, 
Thns pertly vents his vaunting drain. 

** What blundering puppies are mankind. 
In every fcience always blind ! 
I mock the pedantry of fchools : 105 

What are their comp^e^ ax^d rules ? 
From m^ that helm fhall condi^fl lea^n^ 
And man hi$ ignorance difcem.** 

So faying, with audacious pri4e. 
He gains the Boat, and climbs the f^de. 1 1 o 

The beafts, aftonifti'd, line thj; ftr^n.d : 
The anchor *s weighed j he 4rive8 frqi^i lan4 • 
The fl^ck fail fhifts from iide tp fi4e ^ 
The Boat untrimm'd admits the 44?. 
Borne down, adrift, at rando{n toil, 1 1 5 

His oar breaks fhort, the rudder 's loil. 
The Bear, prefuming in his fkill. 
Is here and there officious ftill ; 
Till, flriking on the dangerous fands. 
Aground the ftiatter'd ve^el ftands, 1 20 

To fee the bungler thus diftreft. 
The very filhes fneer and jeft : 
Ev'n gudgeons jpifi in ridicule. 
To mortify the meddling fbol. 
The clamourous watermen appear; 125 

Threats, c^rfe«, oaths^ infult his e^ : 
Seiz'd, tl)r§Lfh*d, and ch^isi'd, hp *s dragged tp laijd ; 
Derifion fl^gut^ ^Ipng th? fira^id. 
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FABLE VI. 

THE SQUIRE AND HIS CUR. 

To a Country Gentleman. 

'TpHE man of pure and fimple heart 
•*• Through life difdains a double part: 
He never needs the fcreen of lies. 
His inward bofom to difguife. 
Tn vain malicious tongues affail ; J 

Let envy fnarl, let flander rail. 
From Virtue's ftiield (fecure from wound) 
Their blunted venom'd (hafts rebound. 
So ihines his light before mankind. 
His adlions prove his honeil mind. ro 

If in his country's caufe he rife. 
Debating fenates to advife, 
UnbribM, unaw'd, he dares impart 
The honeft didtates of his heart. 
No minifterial frown he fears, 15 

But in his virtue perfeveres. 

But would you play the politician, 
Whofe heart 's averfe to intuition. 
Your lips at all times, nay, your reafon, 
Mufl be control'd by place and feafon. 2Q 

What ftatefman could his power fupport. 
Were lying tongues forbid the court ? 
Did princely ears to truth attend. 
What minifter could gain his end ? 

Howr 



FABLES. Part II. 145 

How could he raife his tools to place, 25 

And how his honeft foes difgrace ? 

That politician tops his part. 
Who readily can lye with art : 
The man's proficient in his trade ; 
His power is ftrong, his fortune 's made. 30 

By that the intereft of the throne 
is made fubfervient to his own : 
By that, have kings of old, deluded. 
All their own friends for his excluded : 
By that, his felfifh fchemes purfuing, 35 

He thrives upon the public ruin. 

Antiochus •, with hardy pace, 
Provok'd the dangers of the chace ; 
And, loft from all his menial train, 
Travers'd the wood and pathlefs plain. 40 

A cottage lodg'd the royal gueft ; 
The Parthian cIowti brought forth his beft. 
The King unknown his feaft enjoy'd. 
And various chat the hours employed. 
From wine what fudden friendfhip fprings ! 45 
Frankly they talkM of courts and kings. 

** We country-folks (the Clown replies) 
Could ope our gracious monarch's eyes. 
The King, (as all our neighbours fay) 
Might he (God blefs him !) have his way, 50 
Is found at heart, and means our good» 
And he would do it if he could. 

Vol, XXXVU. L If 

* Plutarch. 
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If truth in courts were not forbid. 
Nor kings nor fubjcdls would be tid. 
Were he in power, we need not doubt him ; 55 
But, that transferr'd to thofe abottt him. 
On them he throws the regal cifes f 
And what mind they ? Their dwA affairs. 
If fuch rapacious hands he truft. 
The beft of men may feem unjtl(l. 60 

From kings to coblers *tis the fame ; 
Bad fervants wound their mailer's fame. 
In this our neighbours all agree : 
Would the King knew as much as we !" 
Here he ftopt ftiort. Repofe they fought, ^5 
The Peafant flept, the Monarch thought. 
The courtiers learn'd, at early dawn. 
Where their loft Sovereign was withdrawn. 
The guards* approach our hoft alarms ; 
With gaudy coats the cbttage fwiarirts. 7° 

The crowii and purple robes they bring. 
And profltite fall bef6re the King. 
The CldWn Was call'd ; the royal gueft 
By due reward his thanks expreft. 
The King then, turning to the crowd, 75 

Who faWnihgly before him bow'd. 
Thus fpoke. " Since, beiit on private gain* 
Your counfels firft ihifled my reign. 
Taught aAd informed by you alone. 
No truth the royal ear hath known, ^° 

Till here converiing : hence, ye crew; 
For now I know myfelf and you/* 

* • Whene'er 
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Whenever the royal ear *s engrofl> 
State-lyes but little genius cod. 
The f^ourite then fecurcly rob«» 85 

And gleans a nation by his jobbs. 
Franker and bolder grown in ill. 
He daily poifons dares inftil ; 
And, as his prefent views fagged. 
Inflames and iboths the royal bread. 90 

*Thus wicked miniflers opprefs. 
When oft' the monarch ipeans redrefs. 

Would kings their private fixljefts hear, 
A minifler muft talk with fear ; 
If honefty oppos'd his views, 95 

lie dar'd not innocence accufe ; 
'Twould keep him in fuch narrow bound. 
He coUld not right and wrong confound. 
Happy were kings, could they difclofc 
Their real friends and real foes ! 10b 

Were both themfelves and fubjefts known, 
A monarch's will might be his own. 
Had he the ufe of ears and eyes. 
Knaves would no more be counted wife. 
But tiien a minilter might lofe 105 

(Hard cafe !) his own ambitious views. 
When fuch as thefe have vex'd a (late, 
Purfued by univerfal hate. 
Their falfe fiipport at once hath fidl'd. 
And perfevering truth prevail'd. no 

Expos'd, their train of fraud is feen ; 
Truth will at lad remove the fcrccn* 

L 2 i\ Ct>i.^vrj 
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A Country 'Squire, by whim direded. 
The true ilanch dogs of chace negle£led. 
Beneath his board no hound was fed: 115 

His hand ne'er Uroak'd the fpaniel's head. 
A fnappiih Cur, alone careft. 
By lyes had baniih'd all the reft. 
Yap had his ear ; and defamation 
Gave him full fcope of converfation. " 1^^ 

His fycophants mull be preferr'd ; 
Room muft be made for all his herd : 
Wherefore, to bring his fchemes about> 
Old faithful fervants all muft out. 

The Cur on every creature flew ^^S 

(As other great men's puppies do), 
Unlefs due court to him were ihown. 
And both their face and bufinefs known : 
No honeft tongue an audience found j 
He worried all the tenants round ; * 3^ 

For why ? he liv'd in conftant fear. 
Left truth by chance Ihould interfere. 
If any ftranger dar'd intrude. 
The noify Cur his heels purfued. 
Now fierce with rage, now flruck with dread, ^ 3) 
At once he fnarPd, bit, and fled. 
Aloof he bays, with briftling hair. 
And thus in fecret growls his fear : 
'* Who knows but Truth, in this difguife. 
May frullrate my beft-guarded lyes ? ^^ 

Should fhe (thus mafk'd) admittance find. 
That very hour my ruin 's fign'd." 
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Now, in his howl's continued found. 
Their words were loft, the voice was drown'd. 
Ever in awe of honeft tongaes , 1 45 

Thus every day he ftrain'd his lungs. 

It happened, in ill-omen*d hour. 
That Yap, unmindful of his power, 
Porfook his port, to iove incIinM ; 
A favourite bitch was in the wind. 150 

JBy her feduc'd, in amorous play» 
They frifk'd the joyous hours away. 
Thus by untimely love purfuing. 
Like Antony he fought his ruin. 

For now the 'Squire, unvex'd with noife, 155 
An honeft neighbour's chat enjoys. 
*• Be free, fays he; your mind impart; 
I love a friendly open heart. 
Mcthinks my tenants fhun my gate ; 
Why fuch a ftranger grown of late? 160 

Pray tell me what offence they find : 
'Tis plain they 're not fo well inclin'd." 

** Turn off" your Cur (the Farmer cries) 
Who feeds your ear with daily lyes. 
His fnarling infolencc offends : 165 

'Tis he that keeps you from your friends. 
Were but that fancy puppy checkt. 
You 'd find again the fame refpeft. 
Hear only him, he '11 fwcar it too. 
That all our hatred is to you. 170 

But learn from us your true cftate ; 
'Tis that curs'd Cur alone we hate." 

L 3 "^V^ 
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The 'Squire heard Truth. Now Yap rufli'd in ; 
The wide hall echoes widi his din ; 
Yet Truth prevail'd ; and, with difgra^e^ 17S 
The dog .was cudgel'd out of place, 

FABLE VII. 

THE COUNTRYMAN AND JU?ITE«. 

To Myfelf. 

TT AVE you a friend (look round and fpy) 

'*■'*• So fond, fo prepoflfefs'd as t ? 

Your faults, fo obvious to mankinds 

My partial eyes could never find. 

When by the breath of Fortune blown, 5 

Your airy caftles were overthrown , 

Have I been ever prone to blame. 

Or mortify'd your hours with ihame ? 

Was I e'er known to damp your fpirit. 

Or twit you with the want of merit ? '^ 

'Tis not fo ftrange that Fprtune's frown 
Still perfeveres to keep you down. 
Look round, and fee what others do. 
Would you be rich and honefl too ? 
Have you (like thofe fhe rais'd to place) '5 

Been opportunely mean and bafe ? 
Have you (as times required) refign'd 
Truth, honour, virtue, peace of mind ? 
If thefe are fcruples, give her o'er ; 
Write, pradlife morals, and be poor. ^^ 
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The gifts of Fortune truly rate. 
Then tell xne what would mend your flate. 
If happinefs on wealth were built. 
Rich rogues might comfort find in guilt. 
As grows the mifer's hoarded ftore, 25 

His fears, his wants, increafe the more. 

Think, Gay, (what ne*er may be the cafe) 
Should Fortune take you into grace. 
Would that your happinefs augment ? 
What can fhe give beyond content ? 30 

Suppofe yourfelf a wealthy heir. 
With a vafl annual income clear ! 
In all the a^luence you pofTefs, 
You might not feel one care the lefs. 
Might you not then (like others) find 35 

With change of fortune change of mind ? 
Perhaps, profufe beyond all rule. 
You might ftart out a glaring fool ; 
Your lu;(ury might break all bounds : 
Plate, table, horfes, flewards, hounds, 40 

Might fwcU your debts : then, lull of play 
No regal income can defray. 
Sunk is all credit, writs affail, 
And <loom your future life to gaol. 

Or, were you dignify'd with power, 45 

Would that avert one penfive hour ? 
You might give avarice its fwing. 
Defraud a nation, blind a king : 
Then, froqi the hirelings in your c^ufe 
Though daily fed with falfe appl^ufe, 50 

L 4 Could 
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Could it a real joy impart ? 

Great guilt knew never joy at heart. 

Is happinefs your point in view ? 
(I mean th' intrinfic and the true) 
She nor in camps or courts refiies. 
Nor in the humble cottage hides ; 
Yet fcund alike in every {pherc ; 
Who finds content, ^^ill find her there. 

O'crfpcnt with toil, beneath the fhade^ 
A Peafant reded on his fpade. 

** Good Gods ! he cries, 'tis hard to bear 
This load of life from year to year ! 
Soon as tlie morning ftreaks the ikies, 
Induftrious Labour bids me rife ; 
With fweat I cam my homely fare. 
And every day renews my care.** 

Jove heard the difcontented ilrain. 
And thus rebuk'd the murmuring iwain. 

" Speak out your wants, then, honeftFriem 
Unjuft complaints the gods offend, 
]f you repine at partial Fate, 
Inilrudl me what could mend your flate. 
Mankind in every ftation fee. 
What wifh you? tell me what you *d be." 

So faid, upborne upon a cloud. 
The Clown furvey'd the anxious crowd. 

" Yon' face of care, fays Jove, behold. 
His bulky bags are fill'd with gold. 
See with what joy he counts it o*er ! 
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" Were I that man, (the Peafant cryM) 
What bleffing could I afk befide ?" 

" Hold, fays the God ; firft learn to know 
True happinefs from outward ihow. 
This optic glafs of intuition— • 85 

Here, take it, view his true condition.'* 

He look'd, and faw the mifer's bread 
A troubled ocean, ne'er at reft ; 
Want ever ftares him in the face. 
And fear anticipates difgrace : 90 

With confcious guilt he faw him Hart ; 
Extortion gnaws his throbbing heart ; 
And never, or in thought or dream, 
His breaft admits one happy gleam. 

** May Jove, he cries, rejeft my prayer, 95 
And guard my iife from guilt and care ! 
My foul abhors that wretch's fate. 
O keep me in my humble ftate ! 
But fee, amidft a gawdy crowd. 
Yon' minifter fo gay and proud ; 100 

On him what happinefs attends. 
Who thus rewards his grateful friends ! '* 

^* Firft take the glafs, the God replies ; 
Man views the world with partial eyes." 

** Good Gods ! exclaims the ftartled wight, 105 
Defend me from this hideous fight I 
Corruption with corrofive fmart 
Lies cankering on his guilty heart : 
I fee him with polluted hand 
Spread the contagion o'er the land. 1 1 o 

Now 
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Now Avarice with infatiate jaws. 

Now Rapine with her harpy claws, 

Hi« bofom te^s. His confcious breaft 

Groans with a load of crimes oppreft. 

See him, mad and drunk with power, 1 1 5 

Stand tottering on Ambition's tower. 

Sometiqiesy in fpeeches vain and proud> 

His boafts infult the nether crowd ; 

Now, feiz'd with giddinefs and fear* 

He trembles left bis fall is near." i^^o 

*' Was ever wretch like this ! he cries; 
Such mifery in fuch difguife ! 
The change, O Jove ! I difavow ; 
Still be my lot the fpade and plough,'* 

He next, confirmed by fpeculati<^* I ^=^5 

Rejeds the lawyer's occupation ; 
For he the ftatefman feem'd in part. 
And bore fimilitude of heart. 
Nor did the foldier's trade inflame 
His hopes with thirft of fpoil and fame. i ^<^ 

The miferies of war he mourn'd ; 
Whole nations into deferts turn'd. 

*' By thefe have laws and rights been brav'd ^m 
By thefe was free-born man enflav'd : 
Whea battles and invaiion ceafe, ^^ 35 

Why fwarm they in the lands of peace ? 
Such change ((ays he) may I decline ; 
The fey the and civil arms be miue 1" 

Thus, weighing life in each condition. 
The Clown.witljdxew Jiis ra/h peto^ipji, :^ 4^ 
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When thus the Ggd^ *^ How mortftlft en I 

If you true happinefs prefer, 

'Tis to no rank of life confin'd> 

But dwells in every hoiscft mind* 

Be juftice then your fo}e purfuit : 14J 

Plant virtue, and q<mt?nt ^9 the fruit.'* 
So Jove, to gratify the Clown, 

Where firft he found him, fet him down* 
« 
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HE MAN, THI CAT, THE BOG, AND THE PLY» 

To my native Coipitry. 
TjAIL, happy land! whofe fertile grounds 
**• ^ The liquid fence of Neptune bounds ; 
By bounteous Nature fet apart. 
The feat of Induftry and Art! 
O Britain ! chofen port of trade, 5 

May luxury ne'er thy fbns invade ! 
May never minifter (intent 
His private treafures to ^gment) 
Corrupt thy ftate ! If jealous foes 
Thy rights of commerce dare oppofe^ 10 

Shall not thy fleets their rapine awe i 
Who is 't prefcribes the ocean law ? 

Whenever neighbouring Hates contend> 
'Tis thine to be the general friend. 
What is 't who rules in other lands ? 15 

On trade alone thy glory flands ; 

That 
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That benefit is unconfiri'd, 

DifFufing good among mankind : 

That firft gave luHre to thy reigns. 

And fcatter'd plenty o*cr thy plains : 20 

*Tis that alone thy wealth fupplies. 

And draws all Europe's envious eyes. 

Be commerce, then, thy fole defign ; 

Keep that, and all the world is thine. 

When naval traffic plows the main, 25 

Who (hares not in the merchant's gain ? 
•Tis that fupport's the regal date, 
. . Arid makes the farmer's heart elate : 
The numerous flocks that cloathe the land 
Can fcarce fupply the loom's demand ; 3® 

Prolific culture glads the fields. 
And the bare heath a harveft yields. 

Nature expefts mankind fhould Ihare 
The duties of the public care. 
Who 's born for floth ? * To fome we find 35 
The ploughihare's annual toil affign'd : 
Some at the founding anvil glow ; 
Some the fwift- Aiding fhuttle throw ; 
Some, ftudious of the wind and tide. 
From pole to pole our commerce guide : 4° 

Some (taught by induftry) impart 
With hands and feet the works of art ; 
While fome, of genius more refin'd. 
With head and tongue affift mankind. 



Each, 
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And, when in all his glory dreft. 
Owes to the loom his royal veil. 
Do not the mafon's toil and care 
Proteft him from th' inclement air ? 
Does not the cutler's art fupply 
The ornament that guards his thigh ? 
All thefe, in duty to the throne. 
Their common obligations own. 
'Tis he (his own and people's caufe) 
Protefts their properties and laws. 
Thus they their honeft toil employ. 
And with content the fruits enjoy. 
In every rank, or great or fniall, 
^Tis induftry fupports us all. 

The animals, by want opprefs'd. 
To man their fervices addrefs'd : 
While each purfu'd their felfifh good. 
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The Cat, half famifh'd, lean tod wtak, 75 
Demands the privilege to f^ok* 

" Well, Pttfs, (fays Man) and what can you 
To benefit the public do?" 

The Cat replies, " Thcfc teeth, thfefe claws, 
With vigilance fhall ferve the caofe. 80 

The moufe, dcftroyM by my purfuit. 
No longer fhali your feafts pollute ; 
Nor rats, from nightly ambufcade. 
With wafteful teeth your ftores invade.'* 

** I grant, fays Man, to general ufc S5 

Your parts and talents may conduce ; 
For rats and mice purloin our grain. 
And threlhers whirl the flail in vain : 
Thus fhall the Cat, a foe to fpoil, 
Protea the former's honeft toil." 5° 

Then turning to the Dog, he cry'd, 
" Well, Sir, be next your merits try'd." 

*' Sir, fays the Dog, by felf-applaufe 
We feem to own a friendlefs caufe. 
Afk thofe who know me, if diftruft $5 

E'er found me treacherous or unjuil ? 
Did I e'er faith or friendfhip break ? 
Afk all thofe creatures ; let them fpeak. 
My vigilance and trufly xcal 
Perhaps might fjerve the public weal. i <^^ 

Might not your flocks in fafety feed. 
Were I to guard the fleecy breed ? 
Did I the nightly watches keep. 
Could thieves invade ytm while you fleep ? 
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The Man replies. " Tis juft ar 
Rewards fuch fervicc fhoUld requi 
So rare, in property, we find 
Truft uncorrupt among mankind. 
That, taken in rf public view. 
The iar^^ di{Hn6tion is your due. 
Such merits all reward tranfcend : 
Be then my comrade and my frier 

Addreffing now the Fly : " Frc 
What public fervice tan accrue ?" 
** From me ! (the fluttering infef 
I thought you knew bic better bre 
Sir, I 'm a gentleman. Is 't fit 
That 1 to induflry fubmit ? 
Let mean mechanics., to be f^d, 
By bufinefs earn ignoble bread ; 
Loft in excefs of daily joys. 
No thought, no care, my. life anr 
At noon (the lady's matin hour) 
I fip the tea's delicious flower. 
'On cates luxurioufly I dine. 
And drink the fragrance of the vi 
Studious of elegance and eafe, 
Myfelf alone I feek to pleafe." 

The Man his pert conceit derid 
And thus the ufelefs coxcomb chic 

" Hence, from that peach, thai 
No idle fool deferves to eat. 
Could you have fapp'd the blufhii 
And on that pUlp ambrofial diiv'd 
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Had not fome hand, with Ikill and toil, 13J 

To raife thjB tree, prepared the foil ? 

Confider, Sot, what would enfuc. 

Were all fuch worthlefs things as you. 

You 'd foon be forc'd (by hunger flung) 

To make your dirty meals on dung, 140 

On which fuch defpicable need, 

Unpitied, is reduc'd to feed. 

Beiides, vain felfifh Infed, learn, 

(If you can right and wrong difcem) 

That he who, with induftrious zeal, 145 

Contributes to the public weal. 

By adding to the common good. 

His own hath rightly underftood.'* 

So faying, with a fudden blow 
He laid the noxious vagrant low. 150 

Crufh'd in his luxury and pride. 
The fpunger on the publick dy'd. 

FABLE TX. 

THE JACKALL, LEOPARD, AND OTHER BEASTS. 

To a modern Politician. 

T GRANT corruption fways mankind; 

-*' That interefl, too, perverts the mind ; 

That bribes have blinded common fenfe, 

Foil'd reafon, truth, and eloquence : 

I grant you, too, our prefent crimes 5 

Can equal thofe of former times. 
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Againft plain fads fhall I engage. 
To vindicate our righteous age ? 
I know that in a modem iifl 
Bribes in full energy fublift. JO 

Since then thefe arguments prevail, 
Aiid itching palms are ftill fo frail. 
Hence Politicians, you fuggeft. 
Should drive the nail that goes the bell ; 
That it fhows parts and penetration, x j 

To ply men with the right temptation. 

To this I humbly mufl diflent, 
Premiiing, no refledtion 's meant. 

Does juftice or the client's fenfe 
Teach lawyers cither fide's defence ? 20 

The fee gives eloquence its fpirit ; 
That only is the client's merit. 
]>oes art, wit, wifdom, or addrefs. 
Obtain the proftitute's carefs ? 
The guinea (as in other trades) 25 

From every hand alike perfuades. 
Man, Scripture fays, is prone to evil ; 
But does that vindicate the devil ? 
Beiides, the more mankind are prone. 
The lefs the devil's parts are fhown. 30 

Corruption 's not of modern date ; 
It hath been try'd in every ftate ; 
Oreat knaves of old their power have fenc'd; 
By places, penfions, bribes, difpcns'd; 
'"By thefe they glory 'd in fuccefs, 35 

And impudently dar'd opprefs*; 
• Vol. XXXVII. M Bv 
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By thefe defpoticly they fwayM, 

And flaves extoU'd the hand that pay'd ; 

Nor parts nor genius were employ'd. 

By thefe alone were realms deilroy'd. 40 

Now fee thefe wretches in difgrace, 
Stript of their treafures, power, and place; 
View them abandoned and forlorn, 
Expos'd to fuch reproach and fcorn. 
What now is all your pride, your boaft ? 35 
Where are your Haves, your flattering hofl ! 
What tongues now feed you with applaufi; ?• 
Where are the champions of your caufb f 
Now ev'n that very fawning train. 
Which fhar'd the gleanings of your gain, 5^ 
Prefs foremoft who fhall firft accufe , 

Your felfilh jobbs, your paltry views. 
Your narrow fchemes, your breach of tmft, 
And want of talents to be juiL 

What fools were thefe amidft their power ! 55 
How thoughtlefs of their adverfe hour ! 
What friends were made ? A Hireliog iierd. 
For temporary votes preferr'd, 
Was it thefe fycophants to get. 
Your bounty fwell'd a nation's debt ? ' ,60 \ 

You 're bit : for thefe, like Swifs, attend ; 
No longer pay, no longer friend. ! 

The Lion is (beyond difpute) | 

Allow'd the moft majeftic brute j 
His valour and his generous mind ^5 1 

Prove him fuperior of his kind; 

yet 
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Yet to J^ickalls (as 'tis averr'd) 
Some Lions have their power transferred; 
As if the parts of pimps and fpies 
To govern forefts could fuffice. 70 

Once, ftudious of his private good, 
A proud Jackall opprefs'd the wood ; 
To cram his own infatiate jaws. 
Invaded property and laws. 
The fbreft groans with difcontcnt, 75 

Frefh wrongs the general hate foment. 
The fpreading murmurs reach*d his ear; 
His fecret hours were vex'd with fear. 
Night after night he weighs the cafe. 
And feels the terrors of difgrace. So 

" By friends (fays he) I '11 guard my feat. 
By thofe malicious tongues defeat ; 
I 'U ftrengthen power by new allies. 
And all my clamorous foes defpife.'^ 

To make the generous beafts his friends, 85 
He cringes, fawns, and condefcends ; 
But thofe repuls'd his abjeA court. 
And fcorn'd oppreffion to fupport. 
Friends muft be had. He can't fubfift. 
Bribes ihall new profelytes inlift : 90 

But tke(e nought weigh'd in honed paws ; 
For bribes confefs a wicked caufe : 
Yet think not every paw withftands 
What hath prevail'd in human hands. 

A tempting turnip's filver (kin 95 

Drew a bafe Hog through thick and thin : 

M 2 Bought 
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Bought with^ Stag's delicious haunch. 

The mercenary Wolf was ftaunch : 

The convert Fox grew warm and hearty, 
' A pullet gain'd him to the party : i 

The golden-pippin in his fift, 

A chattering Monkey join'd the lift. 
But foon, expos'd to public hate. 

The favourite's fall redrefs'd the ftate. 
' The Leopard, vindicating right, i 

Had brought his fecret frauds to light. 

As rat5, before the manfion falls, 

Defert late hofpitable waUs, 

In fhoals the fervile creatures run, 
r " To bow before the riling fun. 1 

The Hog with warmth exprefs'd his zeal. 

And was for hanging thofe that fteal; 

But hop'd, though low, the public hoard 

Might half a turnip llill afford. 

Since faving meafures were profeft, 

A lamb's head was the Wolf's requefL 

The Fox fubmitted, if to touch 

A gofling would be deem'd too much. 

The Mpnkey thought his grin and chatter 
• Might afk a nut, or fome fuch matter. 

** Ye Hirelings ! hence I (the Leopard eric 

Your venal confcience I defpife. 

He, who the public good intends. 

By bribes needs never purchafe friends. 
. Who a£ts this juft, this open part. 

Is propt by every honeft heart. 

Corrupi 
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Corruption now too iate 
That bribes are always 
By you your bubbled m 
Time-ferving tools, not 1 
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THE DEGENi 

To the Rev. Dr. Swift, 

np HOUGH courts t 
'*' A friend at all tim 
In politics I know 'tis v 
A friendihip may be kc 
And what they call the 
Is to wear intereft next 
As the times take a difl 
Old friend/hips fhould i 
I know, too, you ha 
That owning you is iha 
That every knave in e^ 
Of high and low denon 
For what you fpeak, ai 
Dread you at once, an- 
Such freedoms in your 
They can't enjoy what 
All dunces, too, in chi 
In frothy nonienfe ihew 
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CAndthofepenfo«« ^^^fp,n. 
'Gainfty°»f'^joL are hurt. 

,For blockheads may ^^^^^ ^^ , 
VrefcandaUraxsd,;" ^^^,V 
^oP-'^^°"S*thoCe worthy -en. 

From them y .^^ yo^r fnena 

Fromhence. ^j^^„^ of aoae. 

Which (thoug^^^^^,,. 

■^'^iteT^^-^S'-^"'^^^" 
^^ neehgentofaiu.. 

Rapacious, arrog ^^ ^^^ 

Greedy of Po^fj^^^g^out the h.ve: 
Corruption few dtl^S^^^^^^,^ 

^y^^^^rlldweaSihisV^sfupplya. 

^'^rroverbearing pride. ^ 

.Twasfeetv«^°^«^„ had merit; 
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Wealdi daim'd diftindtion, favour, gface. 
And poverty alone was bafe. 50 

He treated induftry with flight, 
CJnlefs he found his profit by 't» 
Rights, law«, and liberties, give viray. 
To bring his felfifh fchemes in play. 
The fwarm fofrgot the common toil, 55 

To (hare the gleanings of his fpoiL 

While vulgar fouls, of narrow parts^ 
"Wafle life in low mechanic arts, 
]L.et us (fays he), to genius bom, 
The drudgery of our fathers fcorn. 66 

The Wafp and Drone, you mull agree» 
I*ive with more elegance than we. 
Like gentlemen they fport and play; 
No buiinefs interrupts the day : 
Their hours to luxury they give* 65 

And nobly on their neighbours live. 
A flubborn Bee, among the iwarm. 
With honeft indignation warm. 
Thus from his cell with zeal reply 'd : 

** I flight thy frowns, and hate thy pride* 70 
The laws our native rights proted ; 
OiFending thee, I thofe refpcdt. 
Shall luxury corrupt the hive. 
And none againft the torrent (live ? 
Exert the honour of your race ; 75 

He builds his rife on your difgrace. 
'Tis indttftry our ftate maintains ; 
'Twas honeft toil and honeft gains 

M 4 That 
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That rais'd our fires to power and fame. 

Be virtuous; fave yourfclves from ihame. fto 

Know tliat, in felfifti ends purfuingj 

You fcramble for the public ruin." 

He fpoke ; and, from his cell difmifs'd. 

Was infolently fcofF'd and hifs'd. 
. With him a friend or two refign'd, 
* t)ifdaining the degenerate kind. 

•* Thefe Drones (fays he), thefe infefls vile> 

(I treat them in their proper ftyle) 

May for a time opprefs the ftate : 

They own our virtue by their hate ; < 

By that our merits they reveal. 

And recommend our public zeal ; 

Difgrac'd by this corrupted crew, 

Wc 're honour'd by the virtuous few. 



FABLE XI. 

THE PACK-HORSE AND THE CARRIER. 

To a young Nobleman. 

1>EGIN, my Lord, in early youth, 

•*^ To fufFer, nay, encourage truth ; 

And blame me not for difrefpeft. 

If I the flatterer's ftyle rejedl ; 

With that, by .menial tongues fupply'd. 

You 're daily cocker'd up in pride. 
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The tree 's diftinguifh'd by the fruit. 
Be virtue then your firft purfuit ; 
Set your great anceftors in view, 
Xike them deferve the title too ; lo 

Like them ignoble adions fcom ; 
Let virtue prove you greatly born. 

Though with lefs plate their fide-board {hone^ 
Their confcience always was their own ; 
They ne'er at levees meanly fawn'd, jj 

Nor was their honour yearly pawn'd ; 
Their hands, by no corruption ftain'd. 
The minifterial bribe difdain'd ; 
They ferv'd the crown with loyal zeal. 
Yet, jealous of the public weal, ^0 

They ftood the bulwark of our laws. 
And wore at heart their country's caufe ; 
By neither place or penfion bought. 
They fpoke and voted as they thought* 
Thus did your fires adorn their feat ; 25 

And fuch alone are truely great. 

If you the paths of learning flight. 
You 're but a dunce in flronger light. 
In foremofi rank the coward plac'd. 
Is more confpicuoufly difgrac'd, 30 

If you, to ferve a paltry end. 
To knavifti jobbs can condefcend. 
We pay you the contempt that's due; 
In that you have precedence too. 

Whence had you this illuftrious name ? 35 

From virtue and unblemifix'd fame. 

By 
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By birth the name afose ddcrods; 
Your honour on yoorlelf drprnds : 
Think not your coronet can hide 
Affuming ignorance and pride. 
Learning by ftndy maft be won; 
'Twas ne'er cntaa'd from ion to foa. 
Sapcrior worth yonr rank requires ; 
For that mankind reveres your fires : 
If you degenerate from your race. 
Their merits heighten yonr difgracc. 

A Carrier, every night and mor^. 
Would fee his horfes eat their com : 
This funk the hoftler's vails, 'tis true; 
But then his horfes had their dne. 
Were we fo cautious in all cafes. 
Small gain would rife from grelter places. 

The manger now had all its meafure; 
He heard their grinding teeth with pleafurc; 
When all at once confufion run^ - ;; 

They fnorted, joftled, bit, and flung. 
A pack-horfe turn'd his head ailde 
Foaming, "his eye-balls fweli'd with pride. 

Good Gods ! (fays he) how hard 's my lot ! 
Is then my high defcent forgot ? ' ffi 

Reduc'd to drudgery and difgrace 
(A life unwworthy of my race). 
Mull I, too, hear the vile attacks 
^^ ragged fcrubs and vulgar hacks ? 
See fcurvy Roan, that brute ill-bred i 

Dares from the ma.Tv^« xfexu^ hvy head ! 
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Shall I, who boafb a noble line. 
On offals of thefe creatures dine ? 
Kick'd by old Ball! fo mean a foe ? 
( . My honour fuffers by the blow. 
Newmarket fpeaks my grandfire's f: 
All jockeys ftill revere his name : 
There, yearly, are his triumphs tolc 
There all his maily plates enroled. 
Whene'er led forth upon the plain. 
You faw him' with a livery train ; 
Returning, too, v^ith laurels crown' 
You heard the drums and trumpets : 
Let it then. Sir, be underflood, 
JRefpeft 's my due, for I have blood 
** Vain-glorious fool ! (the Carri 
Refpeft was never paid to pride. 
. Know 'twas thy giddy wilful heart 
Reduc'd thee to this flavifti part. 
Did not thy headfbong youth difdai 
To learn the condudl of the rein ? 
Thus coxcombs, blind to real meri 
^ In vicious frolics fancy fpirit. 
What is 't to me by whom begot. 
Thou reftive, pert, conceited fot ? 
Your fires I reverence; 'tis their d 
But, worthlefs fool, what 's that t( 
Afk all the Carriers on the road. 
They '11 fay, thy keeping 's ill bef 
Then vaunt no more thy noble rac 
That neither mendi thy ftrength c 
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What profits me thy boaft of blood ? 
An afs has more intriniic good. 
By outward fhow let *s not be cheated ; 
An afs fhould like an afs be treated." 



FABLE XII. 

PAN AND FORTUNE* 

To a young Heir. 

QOON as your father's death was known, 
^ ( As if th' eftate had been their own) 

The gamefters outwardly expreft 

The decent joy within your breaft. 

So lavifh in your praife they grew, j 

As fpoke their certain hopes in you. 

. One counts your income of the year. 

How much in ready money clear. 

" No houfe, fays he, is more complete; 

The garden 's elegant and great. 19 

How fine the park around it lies ! 
t The timber 's of a noble fize. 

Then count his jewels and his plate. 

Befides, 'tis no entail'd eftate. 

If caih run low, his lands in fee 15 

Are, or for fale or mortgage, free.** 
Thus they, before you threw the main. 

Seem to anticipate their gain* 

Would 
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Woftld you, when thieves are known abroad, 

Sring forth your treafures in the road? 20 

Wodld not the fool abet the Health, 

Who rafhly thus expos'd his wealth? 

Yet this you do, whene'er you play 

Among the gentlemen of prey. 

Could fools to keep their own contrive, 25 

On what, on whom, could gamefters thrive? 

Is it in charity you game. 

To fave your worthy gang from fhame ? 

Unlefs you furniih'd daily bread, 
. Which way could idlenefs be fed ? * 30 

Could thefe profeflbrs of deceit 

Within the law no longer cheat. 

They muft run bolder rifks for prey. 

And ftrip the traveller on the way. 

Thus in your annual rents they Ihare, 35 

And 'fcape the noofe from year to year. 
Confider, ere you make the bett. 

That fum might crofs your taylor's debt. 

When you the pilfering rattle fhake. 

Is not your honour, too, at ftakc ? 40 

Muft you not by mean lyes evade 

To-morrow's duns from every trade ; 

By promifes fo often paid. 

Is yet your taylor's bill defrayed ? 

Muft you not pitifully fawn 45 

To have your butcher's writ withdrawn ? 

This muft be done. In debts of play. 

Your honour fuffers no delay; 

And 
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And not this year's and next year's rent 

The fons of rapine can content, 5^ 

Look round, the wrecks of play behdUi 
Eftates difinember'd, mortgag'd, fold I 
Their owners now, to gaols confin'dj 
Show equal poverty of mind. 
Some, who the fpoil of knaves were made, 55 
Too late attempt to learn their trade. 
Some, for the folly of one hour. 
Become the dirty tools of power ; 
And, with the mercenary lift, 
. Upon court-charity fubfift. 6o 

You '11 find at laft this maxim true. 
Fools are the game which knaves purfue. 

The foreft (a whole century's (hade) 
Muft be one wadeRil ruin made : 
No mercy *s fhewn to age or kind; ^5 

The general maflacre is iign'd. 
The park, too, fhares the dreadful fate. 
For duns grow louder at the gate. 
Stern clowns, obedient to the 'fquire, 
(What will not barbarous hands for hire?) 7^ 
With brawny arms repeat the ftroke ; 
Fall'n are the elm and reverend oak. 
Through the long wood loud axes founds 
And Echo groans with every wound. 

To fee the defolation fpread, 75 

Pan drops a tear, and hangs his head : 
His bofom now with fury biH-ns ; 
Beneath his hoof tl^e dice he fpums* 

Cards, 
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Cardsy too, in peeviih paflioa torn. 

The fport of whirling winds are borne. So 

** To fnails inveterate hate I bear, 
Who fpoil the verdure of the year ; 
The caterpillar I deteft. 
The blooming Spring's voracious peft ; 
The locuft, too, whofe ravenous band 85 

Spreads fudden famine o'er the land. 
But what are thefe ? the dice's throw 

At once hath laid a foreil low. 

The cards are dealt, the bett is made. 

And the wide park hath lofl its {hade. 90 

Thus is my kingdom's pride defac'd. 

And all its antient glories wafte. 

All this (he cries) is Fortune's doing : 

*Tis thus Ihe meditates my ruin. 

By Fortune, that falfe, fickle jade, 95 

More havock in one hour is made. 

Than all the hungry infedt race. 

Combined, can in an age deface." 
Fortune, by chance, who near him paft, 

O'erheard the vile afperfion caft. 100 

*' Why, Pan, (fays (he) what 's all this rant? 

'Tis every country -bubble's cant. 

Am I the patronefs of vice ? 

Is 't I who cog or palm the dice ? 

Did I the fhuffling art reveal, T05 

To mark the cards, or range the deal ? 

In all th* employments men purfue, 

1 mind the laaft what gamefters do. 

There 
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There may (if computation's juft) 

• One now and then my conduct truft. no 

I blame the fool, for what can I, 

When ninety-nine my power defy ? 

Thcfe truft alone tlieir fingers* ends. 

And not one ftake on me depends, 
. Whene'er the gaming-board is fet, 1 15 

Two clafTes of mankind are met ; 

But, if we count the greedy race. 

The knaves fill up the greater fpace. 

'Tis a grofs error held in fchools, 
^ That fortune always favours fools. 120 

In play it never bears difpute ; 

That dodb-ine thefe fell'd oaks confute. 

Then why to me fuch rancour fhow ? 

*Tis Folly, Pan, that is thy foe, 
• By me his late eftate he won, 12 J 

But he by folly was undone.'* 



FABLE Xlir. 

PLUTUS, CUPID, AND TIME. 

i^F all the burdens man muft bear. 

Time fecms moft galling and fevere : 
Beneath this grievous load opprefs'd. 
We daily meet feme friend diftrefs'd. 

*' What can one do ? I rofe at nine ? 5 

'Tis full fix hours before we dine: : 

Six 
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Six hours ! no earthly thing to do ! 
Would I had doz'd in bed till two !" 

A pamphlet is before him fpread. 
And almoft half a page is read; 10 

Tir'd with the ftudy of the day. 
The fluttering Iheets are tofs'd away. 
He opes his fnufF-box, hums an air. 
Then yawns, and flretches in his chair. 

'* Not twenty, by the minute-hand! 15 

Good Gods, fays he, my watch muft fhmd ! 
How muddling 'tis on books to pore ! 
I thought I *ad read an hour or more. 
The morning, of all hours, I hate. 
One can't contrive to rife too late." 20 

To make the minutes faflcr run. 
Then, too, his tirefome felf to fhun. 
To the next coiFee-houfe he fpeeds. 
Takes up the news, fome fcraps he reads. 
Sauntering, from chair to chair he trails ; 25 

Now drinks his tea, now bites his nails. 
He fpies a partner of his woe ; 
By chat afflidlions lighter grow ; 
Each other's grievances they (hare. 
And thus their dreadful hours compare. 30 

Says Tom, " Since all men muft confefs, 
That Time lies heavy, more or lefs. 
Why (hould it be fo hard to get. 
Till two, a party at Piquet? 
Play might relieve the lagging mom: 35 

By cards long wintery nights are borne. 

Vol. XXXVII. N Does 
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Does not Quadrille amufe the fair. 
Night after night, throughout the year ? 
Vapours and fpleen forgot, at play 
They cheat uncounted hours away." 

*' My cafe, fays Will, then muft be hard, 
By want of (kill from play debarred. 
Courtiers kill time by various ways ; 
Dependence wears out half their days. 
How happy thefe, whofe time ne'er ftands ! 
Attendance takes it off their hands. 
Were it not for this curfed Ihower, 
The Park had wil*d away an hour. 
At court, without or place or view, 
T daily lofe an hour or two : 
It fully anfwers my defign. 
When I have pick'd up friends to dine ; 
The tavern makes our burden light ; 
Wine puts our time and care to flight. 
At fix (hard cafe!) they call to pay. 
Where can one go ? I hate the play. 
From fix till ten ! unlefs in fleep. 
One cannot fpend the hours fo cheap. 
The comedy 's no fooner done. 
But fome aflembly is begun ; 
Loitering from room to room I dray, 
Converfe, but nothing hear or fay : 
Quite tirM, from fair to fair I roam. 
So foon! I dread the thoughts of home. 
From thence, to quicken flow-pac'd night. 
Again my tavern-friends invite ; 

H 



FABLES. Part II. 179 

Here, too, our early mornings pafs. 
Till drowfy fleep retard the glafs." 

Thus they their wretched life bemoan, 
And make each other's cafe their own, 70 

Confider, friends, no hour rolls on 
But fomething of your grief is gone. 
Were you to fchemes of bulinefs bred. 
Did you the paths of learning tread. 
Your hours, your days, would fly too fail; 75 
You 'd then regret the minute pall. 
Time 's fugitive and light as wind : 
* Tii indolence that clogs your mind : 
That load from oiF your fpirits fliake. 
You '11 own, and grieve for, your miftake. So 
A while your tlioughtlefs fpleen fufpend. 
Then read, and (if you can) attend. 

As Plutus, to divert his care, 
Walk'd forth one morn to take the air, 
Cupid o'ertook his ftrutting pace. 85 

Each ftar'd upon the ftranger's face, 
Till recolledlion fet them right. 
For each knew th' other but by fight. 
After fome compiimental talk. 
Time met them, bovv'd, and join 'd their walk. 90 
Their chat on various fubjeds ran. 
But moll, what each had done for man. 
Plutus affiimes a haughty air, 
Juft like our purfe-proud fellows here. 

'* Let kings, fays he, let cobblers tell, 95 
Whofe gifts among mankind excel. 

N 2 Cvi\NS\vl^\ 
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Confider courts ; what draws their train ? 

Think you *tis loyalty or gain ? 

That ftatefman hath the flrongeft hold, 

Whofe tool of politics is gold ; 

By that, in former reigns, 'tis faid. 

The knave in power hath fenates led : 

By that alone he fway'd debates, 

Enrich'd himfelf, and beggar'd Hates. 
. Forego your boaft. You muft conclude. 

That *s moft efleem'd that 's moft purfued. 

Think, too, in what a woeful plight 

That wretch muil live whofe pocket 's light. 

Are not his hours by want depreft ? 

Penurious care corrodes his breaft. 

Without refpedl, or love, or friends. 

His folitary day defcends." 

*' You might, fays Cupid, doubt my pari 

My knowledge, too, in human hearts, 

"Should I the power of gold difpute. 

Which great examples might confute. 

I know, when nothing elfe prevails, 

Perfuafive money feldom fails ; 

That beauty, too, (like other wares) 

Jts price, as well as confcience, bears. 

Then marriage (as of late profcft) 

Is but a money-jobb at beft. 

Confent, compliance, may be fold ; 

But love 's beyond the price of gold. 

Smugglers there are, who, by retail, 

Expofe what they call Love to fale ; 
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Such b^gains are an arrant cheat : 
You purchafe flattery and deceit. 
Thofe who true love have ever try'd 
(The cojmmon cares of life fupply'd) 130 

No wants endure, no wifhes make. 
But every real joy partake. 
All comfort on thcmfelves depends ; 
They want nor power, nor wealth, nor friends. 
Love, then, hath every blifs in (lore; 135 

*Tis friendlhip, and 'tis fometliing more. 
Each other every wiih they give : 
Not to know love, is not to live." 

*' Or love, or money, (Time reply *d) 
Were men the queftion to decide, 140 

Would bear the prize : on both intent. 
My boon 's negle£led or mif-fpent. 
'Tis I who meafure vital fpace. 
And deal out years to human race. 
Though little priz'd, and feldom fought, 145 
Without me love and gold are nought.' 
How does the mifer time employ ? 
Did I e'er fee him life enjoy ? 
By me forfook, the hoards he won 
Are fcatter'd by his laviih fon. 150 • 

By me all ufeful arts are gain'd : 
Wealth, learning, v/ifdom, is attain'd. 
Who then would think (fmcc fuch my power) 
That e'er I knew an idle hour? 
So fubtle and fo fwift I fly, 1 ; 5 

Love 's not more fugitive than L 

N 3 WhQ 
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Who hath not heard coquettes complain 

Of days, months, years, mif-fpent in vm ? 

For time mifus'd they pine and wafte^ 

And love's fweet pleafures never tafte. 1 6o 

Thofe who diredl their time aright, 

If love or wealth their hopes excite. 

In each purfuit fit hours employ'd. 

And both by time have been enjoy'd. 

How heedlefs then are mortals grown ! 1 65 

How little is thfeir intereft known ! 

In every view they ought to mind me. 

For, when once loft, they never find me.** 

He fpoke. The gods no more contcft. 
And his fuperior gift confeft, 170 

That Time (when truly underftood) 
Is the moft precious earthly good. 

FABLE XIV. 

THE OWL, THE SWAN, THE COCK, THE SPIDE^^ 
THE ASS, AND THE FARMER.. 

To a Mother. 

J^ONVERSING with your fprightly boys, 
^^ Your eyes have fpoke the Mother's joys* 
With what delight I 've heard you quote 
Their fayings in imperfeft note ! 

I grant, in body and in mind f 

IJature appears profufely kind. 

Truft 
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Truft not to that. Adl you your part; 
Imprint juil morals on their heart; 
Impartially their talents fcan : 
Juil education forms the man. 10 

Perhaps (their genius yet unknown) 
Each lot of life 's already thrown ; 
That this Ihall plead, the next fhall fight. 
The lad aflert the church's right. 
I cenfure not the fond intent ; 15 

But how precarious is th* event ! 
By talents mifapply'd and croft, 
Coniider, all your fons are loft. 

One day (the tale 's by Martial pcnn*d) 
A father thus addrefs'd his friend : ao 

*' To train my boy, and call forth fenfe. 
You know I Vc ftuck at no expence; 
I 've try'd him in the feveral arts ; 
(The lad, no doubt, hath latent parts) 
Yet, trying all, he nothing knows, 25 

But, crab-like, rather backward goes. 
Teach me what yet remains undone ; 
'Tis your advice ftiall fix my fon.** 

" Sir, fays the friend, I 've weigh'd the matter; 
Excufe me, for I fcom to flatter : 30 

Make him (nor think his genius checkt) 
A herald or an architedl." 

Perhaps (as commonly 'tis known) 
He heard th* advice, and took his own. 

The boy wants wit ; he *s fent to fchool, 35 
Where learning but improves the fooL 

N 4 The 
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The college next muft give him parts^ 

And cram him with the liberal arts. 

Whether he blunders at the bar, 
c Or owes his infamy to war; 

Or if b^ licence or degree 

The fexton (hare the doctor's fee ; 

Or from the pulpit by the hour 

He weekly floods of nonfenfe pour ; 
• We find (th* intent of Nature foil'd)] 

A taylor or a butcher fpoil'd. 
Thus minifters have royal boons 

Conferr'd on blockheads and bufibons : 

In ffiite of nature, merit, wit, 
r , Their friends for every poft were fit. 
But now let every Mufe confefs 

That merit finds its due fuccefs. 

Th' examples of our days regard ; 

Where ^s virtue feen without reward? 
. . Diftingui(li*d and in place you .find 

Defer t and worth of every kind. 

Survey the reverend bench, and fee 

Re.igion, learning, piety: 

The patron, ere he recommends. 

Sees his own image in his friend* s. 

Is ho^efty difgrac'd and poor ? 

What is 't to us what was before ? 
We all of times corrupt have heard. 

When paltry miniona were preferr'd ; 

When all great offices, by dozens. 

Were iill'd by brothers, fons, and couiins. 
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What matter ignorance and pride ? 

The man was. happily ally'd. 

Provided that his clerk was good. 

What though he nothing underftood ? 70 

In church and ftate the forry race 

Grew more confpicuous fools in place. 

Such heads, as then a treaty made. 

Had bungled in the cobbler's trade. 

Confider, Patrons, that fuch elves 75 

Expofe your folly with themfelves. 
'Tis yours, as 'tis the parent's care. 
To fix each genius in its fphere. 
Your partial hand can wealth difpcnfe. 
But never give a blockhead fenfe. 80 

An Owl of magiilerial air. 
Of folemn voice, of brow auftere, 
Aflum'd the pride of human race. 
And bore his wifdom in his face ; 
,Not to depreciate learned eyes, 85 

I 've feen a pedant look as wife. 

Withiji a barn, from noife retir'd. 
He fcom'd the world, himfelf admir'd ; 
And, lik? an ancient fagc, conceal'd 
The follies public life revcal'd. 90 

Philofophers of old, he read. 
Their country's youth to fcience bred. 
Their manners form'd for every ftation. 
And deilin'd each his occupation. 
When Xenophon, by numbers brav'd, 95 

Retreated, and a people fav'd. 

That 
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. That laurel was not all his own ; 
The plant by Socrates was fown. 
To Ariftotle's greater name 
The Macedonian ow'd his i&me. 

Th' Athenian bird, with pride rcplctc> 
Their talents equal'd in conceit. 
And, copying the Socratic rule. 
Set up for maibr of a fchool. 
Dogmatic jargon learnt by heart. 
Trite fentences, hard terms of artj 
To vulgar ears fecm'd fo profound. 
They fancy 'd learning in the found. 

The fchool had fame ; the crowded place 
With pupils fwarm'd of every ^ace. 
With thefc the Swan's maternal care 
Had fent her fcarce-flcdg'd cygcnt heir : 
The Hen (though fond and loath to part) 
Here lodg'd the darling of her heart: 
The Spider, of mechanic kind, 
Afpir'd to fcience more refin'd : 
The Afs learnt metaphors and tropes. 
But moil on muiic fix'd his hopes. 

The pupils now, advanc'd in age. 
Were call'd to tread life's bufy ftage ; 
And to the Mailer 'twas fubmitted. 
That each might to his part be fitted. 

" The Swan, fays he, in arms fhall fliin< 
The foldier's glorious toil be thkae. 

The Cock Ihall mighty wealth attain : 
Go^ feek it on the flonny main* 
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The court (hall be the Spider's fphere : 
Power, fortune, fhall reward him there. 

In mufic's art, the Afs's feme 
Shall emulate Corelli's name." 130 

Each took the part that he advisM, 
And all were equally dcfpis'd. 
A Farmer, at his folly mov'd. 
The dull Preceptor thus rcprov'd. 

" Blockhead, fays he, by what you *ve done, 135 
One would have thought them each your fon^ 
For parents, to their offspring blind, 
Confult nor parts nor turn of mind. 
But ev'n in infency decree 
What this, what th* other fon fhall be. 140 

Had you with judgement weigh'd the cafe. 
Their genius thus had fix'd their place : 
The Swan had learnt the failor's art ; 
The Cock had play'd the foldier's part; 
The Spider in the weaver's trade 145 

With credit had a fortune made ; 
But for the foal, in every clafs. 
The blockhead had appeared an Ais.'^ 
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F A B L E . XV. 

CTftE COOK-MAID, THE TURNSPIT, AND THI 

To a poor Man. 

/CONSIDER man in every fphere. 
Then tell me, is your lot fevere ? 
: *Tis murmur, difcontent, diflruft. 
That makes you wretched. God is juft. 

I grant, the hungry mull be fed. 
That toil, too, earns thy daily bread. 
What then ? Thy wants are feen and known j 
f Eut every mortal feels his own. 
We 're bom a reftlefs, needy crew : 
Shew me the happier man than you. 

Adam, though blell above his kind. 
For w^t of focial woman pin'd. 
I Eve's wants the fubtle ferpent faw. 
Her fickle tafte tranfgrefs*d the law : 
Thus fell our fire ; and their difgrace 
The curfe entail'd on human race. 

When Philip's fon, by glory led. 
Had o'er the globe his empire fpread ; 
When altars to his name were drefs'd ; 
That he was man, his tears confefs'd. 
The hopes of avarice are check'd : 
The proud man always wants refpeft. 
What various wants on power attend ! 
Ambition never gains its end. 
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"Who hath not heard the rich complain 25 

Of furfeits and corporeal pain ? 

He, barr'd from every ufc of i^'ealth. 

Envies the ploughman's ftrength and health. 

^\nother, in a beaateoas wife 

i^inds all the miieries of life : 

DomefHc jars and jealous fear 

Imbitter aU his days with care. 

I'his wants an heir ; the line is loft : 

Why was that vain entail engroft ? 

Canft thou difcem another's mind ? 

What is 't you envy ? Env)- *s blind. 

Tell Envy, when ihe would annoy. 

That thouTands want what you enjoy. ' 

" The dinner muft be difh'd at one. 
Where *s this vexatious Tumfpit gone ? 40 

Unlcfs the fkulking Cur is caught. 
The furloin's fpoilt, and I 'm in fault." 

Thus faid, (for fure you '11 think it fit 
That I the Cook-maiJ's oaths omit) 
With all the fury of a cook, 45 

Her cooler kitchen Nan fbribok : 
The broom-ftick o'er her head fhe waves ; 
She fweats, ftie ftamps, fhe pu^, fhe raves : 
The fneaking Cur before her flies ; 
She whittles, calls? fair fpeech fhe tries. 50 

Thefe nought avail. Her choler burns ; 
The fift and cudgel threat by turns. 
With hafty llride fhe prefles near ; 
He flinks aloof, and howls with fear. 

'* Was 
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" Was ever Cur fo curs'd ! (he cry*d) 
What flar did at my birth preUde ! 
Am I for life by compad bound 
To tread the wheel's eternal round I 
Inglorious talk ! of all our race 
No flave is half fo mean and bafe* 
Had Fate a kinder lot affign'd^ 
And form'd me of the lap-dog kind> 
I then, in higher life employ *d. 
Had indolence and eafe enjoy'd ; 
And, like a gentleman, carefl. 
Had been the lady's favourite guefl : 
Or were I fprung from fpaniel line. 
Was hb fagacious nollril mine. 
By me, their never-erring guide. 
From wood and plain their feafts fupply'd. 
Knights, 'fquires, attendant on my pace. 
Had Ihar'd the pleafures of the chace. 
Endued with native flrcngth and fire, 
Why caird I not the lion fire ? 
A lion ! fuch mean views I fcorn : 
Why was I not of woman born ? 
Who dares with reafon's power contend ? 
On man we brutal flaves depend : 
To hini all creatures tribute pay. 
And luxury employs his day.'* 

An Ox by chance o'erhcard his moan. 
And thus rebuk'd the lazy drone. 

'^ Diire you at partial Fate repine.? 
How kind 's your lot compared with mi 
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Decreed to toil, the b: 

Hath fever'd me from 

Urg'd by the ftimulatii 

I drag the cumbrous w 

*Tis mine to tame the 

Break the ftifFfoil, an< 

Yet I without a murm 

The various labours o: 

But then, confider, th 

(Perhaps the hour 's c 

You, by the duties of 

Shall turn the fpit wh< 

And for reward fhall i 

I mean, (hall pick mi 

" Till now, th' aft< 

I look'd on all with ei 

How falfe we judge b; 

All creatures feel thei 

If thus yon' mighty b 

Perhaps man knows fi 

Let envy then no mor 

Think on the Ox, an 

Thus faid, clofe fol 

With cheerful heart h 
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FABLE XVL 

THE RAVEN, THESEXTON, AND THE EAl 
WORM. 

To Laura. 
T AURA, methinks you 're over-nice. 

True ; flattery is a fliocking vice ; 
Yet fure, whene'er the praife is juft. 
One may commend without difguft. 
Am I a privilege deny'd. 
Indulged by every tongue beiide ?. 
How fingular are all your ways ! 
A woman, and averfe to praife ! 
If 'tis offence fuch truths to tell. 
Why do your merits thus excel ? 

Since then I dare not fpeak my mind, 
A truth confpicuous to mankind; 
Though in full luftre every grace 
Diftinguifh your celefHal face ; 
Though beauties of inferior ray 
(Like ftars before the orb of day) 
Turn pale and fade ; I check my lays;^ 
Admiring what I dare not praife. 

If you the tribute due difdain^ 
The Mufe's mortifying ftrain 
Shall, like a woman in mere fpite. 
Set beauty in a moral light. 

Though fuch revenge might fhock the ea 
Of many a celebrated fair, 

] 
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I mssm that fuperficial race 25 

Whofe thoughts ne'er reach beyond their face; 
What 's that to you? I but difpleafe 
Such ever-girlifh ears as thefe. 
Virtue can brook the thoughts of age. 
That iafts the fame through every ftage. 30 

Though you by time muft fuiFer more 
Than ever woman loil before. 
To age is fuch indifference fhown. 
As if your face were not your own. 
Were you by Antoninus taught? 35 

Or is it native fbength of thought 
That thus, without concern or fright. 
You view yourfelf by Reafon's light? 

Thofe eyes, of fo divine a ray. 
What are they? Mouldering, mortal clay. 40 
Thofe features, call in heavenly mould. 
Shall, like my coarfer earth, grow old; 
Like common grafs, the fairefl flower 
Muft feel the hoary feafon's power. 

How weak, ho^ vain, is human pride ! 4; 
Dares man upon himfelf cQnfide ? 
The wretch, who glories in his gain, 
AmafTes heaps on heaps in vain. 
Why lofe we life in anxious cares. 
To lay-in hoards for future years ? e^ 

Can thofe (when tortur'd by difeafe) 
Cheer our fick heart, or purchafe eafe? 
Can thofe prolong one gafp of breath. 
Or calm the troubled hour of death? 

Vol. XXXVIL O What's 
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What 's beauty ? Call ye that your own? 55 
A flower that fades as foon as blown. 
What 's man in all his boaft of fway ? , 
Perhaps the tyrant of a day. 

Alike the laws of life take place 
Through every branch of human race. 60 

The monarcli of long regal fine 
Was rais'd from duft as frail as mine. 
Can he pour health into his veins. 
Or cool the fever's refllefs pains ? 
Can he (worn down in Nature's courfe) ^5 

New-brace his feeble nerves with force ? 
Can he (how vain is mortal power I) 
Stretch life beyond the deftin'd horn*? 

Confider, Man; weigh well thy frame; 
The king, the beggar, is the fame. 7° 

Duft form'd us all. Each breathes his day, 
Then finks into his native clay. 

Beneath a venerable yew, 
That in the lonely church-yard grew. 
Two Ravens fate. In folemn croak 75 

Thus one his hungry friend befpoke. 

" Methinks I fcent fome rich repaH; 
The favour ftrengthens with the blaft ; 
SnufFthen, the promis'd feaft inhale ; 
I tafte the carcafe in the gale. ^ 

Near yonder trees, the farmer's fteed. 
From toil and every drudgery freed. 
Hath groaned his laft. A dainty treat ! 
To birds of tafte, delidous meat!'* 

■ A Sexton, 
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A Sexton, bufy at his trade, 85 

To hear their chat fufpends his fpade. 

Death ftrock him with no farther thought. 

Than merely as the fees he brought. 

»< Was ever two fuch blundering fowls, 

fn brains and manners lefs than owls ! 90 

Blockheads, fays he, learn more refpedl : 

Know ye on whom ye thus reflcA ? 

In this fame grave (who does me right, 

Muft own the work is ftrong and tight) 

The 'Squire, that yon' fair hall pofleft, 95 

To-night ihall lay his bones at reft. 

Whence could the grofs mifbdce proceed? 

The 'Squire was fomewhat fat indeed. 

What then? the meaneft bird of prey 

Such want of fenfe could ne'er betray ; 100 

Por fure fbme difference muft be found 

<Suppofe the fmelling organ (bund) 

In carcafles (fay what we can). 

Or where 's the dignity of man ?" 

With due refpedl to human race, 105 

The Ravens imdertook the cafe. 

In fuch fimilitude of fcent, 

Man ne'er could think refledions meant. 

As epicures extol a treat. 

And feem their favoury words to eat, 1 10 

They prais'd dead horfe, luxurious food! 

The venifon of the prefdent brood. 
The Sexton's indignation, mov'd^ 

The mean comparifbn reprov'd; 

O 2 Their 
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Their undifcembg palate blaai'd* 115 

Which two-kgg'd cgriion ihm deOunVL 

Reproachful ipeech from either fide 
The want of argumeat iUpply'4 : 
They rail, revile ; as ofteii end* 
The conteft of diiputiiig friends. 21:0 

** HqU, (ays the Fowl; fince kuuaa piidc 
With confutation ne'er comply'd. 
Let 's ftate the dife, ^d tben xofer 
The knotty point, fw taite may err." 

As thys he {poke, from out th^ vmvii i^5 
An Earth-worm, huge of £ze^ onn^U'd 
His monftrous length : they ftndt agsec 
To chufe him as their referee : 
So to th' experience of his jaws 
Each dates the merits of the cauie. 1)0 

He paus'd ; and, with a fblemn ioae. 
Thus made his fage opinian known : 

"On carcafles of every kind 
This maw hath elegantly din'ds 
Provok'd by luxury or need, 135 

On beaft, or fowl, or man, T ^d : 
Such fmall diftindlion 's in die favour* 
By turns I chufe the fancy'd flavour ; 
Yet I mufl own (that human beaft!) 
A glutton is the rai^eft feaft. 140 

Man, ceafe this boail ; for human pride 
Hath various traifts to range bcfide. 
The prince, who kept the world in awe. 
The judge whofe diftatcAc'd die law* 

The 
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t rich* the poor> the great, the finalU 14$ 
\ levelPd; death confbands them all* 
m think not that we reptiles Ihare 
h cates, fuch elegance of fare; 
i only true ^nd real good 
man was never vermin's food: 150 

s feated in th' immortal mind ; 
toe CufnnjTQihes mAnlondy 
I that (as yet ne*er harbourM here) 
mits with the (bol we know not where. 
Good-man Sexton, fince the cafb 155 

pears with fdch a dubious face, 
neither I die caufe determine, 
' different tafles pleaie different vermin." 
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AYE AND NO. 
A FABLE*. 

T N Fable all things hold difcourfe, 

"*• Then Words, no doubt, muft talk of courfe, 

Once on a time, near Cannon-row, 
Two hollile adverbs. Aye and No, 
Were haflcning to the field of fight, 5 

And front to front ftood oppofite^ 
Before each general join'd the van. 
Aye, the more courteous knight, began. 

" Stop, peevifti Particle I beware ! | 

I 'm told you are not fuch a bear, lO > 

But fometimes yield when ofFer'd fair. ^ 

Suffer yon* folks awhile to tattle ; 
'Tis we who muft decide the battle. 
Whene'er we war on yonder ftage. 
With various fate ai^d equal rage, 15 

The nation trembles at each blow 
That No gives Aye, and Aye gives No ; 
Yet, in expenfive long contention. 
We gain nor office, grant, or penfion. 
Why then fhould kinsfolks quarrel thus ? 20 

(For two of you make one of us.) 

To 

• Taken from the Mifcellanies publifhtd by Dr. 
Svrift and Mr. Pope. 
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To ibme wife ftatefman let us go. 

Where each his proper ufe may know: 

He may admit two fuch commanders. 

And make thofe wait who ferv'd in Flanders. 25 

Let 's quarter on a great man's tongue, 

A treafury lord, not Maiiler Young, 

Obfequious at his high command. 

Aye ihall march forth to tax the land ; 

Impeachments No can beft reiift, 30 

And Aye fupport the Civil lift : 

Aye, quick as Caefar, wins the day. 

And No, Ukm Fabius, by delay. 

Sometimes in mutual fly diiguife. 

Let Aye's fecm No's, and No's fecm Aye's ; 35 

Aye's be in courts denials meant. 

And No's in biihops give confent." 

Thus Aye propos'd — and, for reply. 
No, for the firil time, aniwer'd Aye. 
They parted with a thoufand kifTes, 40 

And fight e'er fince for pay, like Sw^/Tes. 
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DUKE Upon DUKE*: 

AN EXCELLE1<TT NEW BALLA] 

TO T<iE TUNE OP, CHEVY-CHACE. 

'Tp O lordlings proud I time iriy lay. 

Who feaft in bower or haH : 
Though dulcet they be, to dukts I fay. 
That pride will have a fall. 

Now that this fame it is right foo^. 

Full plainly doth appear. 
From what befel John Duke of Guife f. 

And Nic of Lancaftere |^ 

When Richard Coeur-de-Lion reigh'd, 

(Which means a lion's heart) 
Like him his barons rag'd and rosir'd; 

Each play'd a lion^s part. 

A word and blow was then enough : 

Such honour did them prick. 
If you but turn'd your cheek, a cufF; 

And, if your a — fe, a kick. 

I 

* This humourous Ballad is afcribcd to Mr. Gi 
con]e£lure only. It is among the Mifcellanies publ 
by Dr. Swift and Mr. Pope ; is there marked as tu 
Dean's ; and has never been confidered as Mr. Pope's 

t Sir John Guife. N. 

X Nicholas Lord Lechmere> Chancellor of the Di 
6Ttaffcdfter. N. 
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Look in theif fecc, they twcak'd your nofe. 

At every turn fell to 't ; 
Come near, they trod upon your toes ; 

They fought from head to foot. 

Of thefc the duke of Lancaftere 

Stood paramount in pride ; 
He kick'd and cdF'd, and tweak'd and trod^ 

His foes, and friends befide. 

Firm on his front his beaver fate ; 

So broad, it hid his chin ; 
For why ? he deem'd no man his mate. 

And fear'd to tan his fkin. 

With Spanilh wool he dy'd his cheek. 

With effence oil'd his hair ; 
No vixen civet-cat fo fweet. 

Nor could fo fcratch and tear. 

Right tall he made himfelf to ihow. 

Though made full fhort by God : 
And, when all other dukes did bow. 

This duke did only nod. 

Yet courteous, bHthe, and debonnair. 

To Guife's duke was he : 
Was ever fuch a loving pair ? 

How could they difagree ? 

Oh, thus it was : he lovM him desLr, 

And call how to requite him ; 
And having no friend left but this. 

He deem'd it meet to fight him. 

Forth- 
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Forthwith he drcnch'd his ddperate quill^' 

And thus he did indite : 
" This €ve at whift ourfelf will play, 

" Sir Duke ! be here to-night." 
" Ah no ! ah no 1" the guilelefs Goife 

Demurely did reply ; 
** I cannot goi nor yet can ftand, 

** So fore the gout have I." 
The duke in wrath call'd for his fteeds. 

And fiercely drove them on; 
Lord ! lord ! how rattled then thy flonfts, 

O kingly Keniington • ! 
All in a trice he ruih'd on Guife, 

Thruft out his lady dear ; 
He tweak'd his nofe, trod on his toes. 

And fmote him on the ear. 
But mark, how midft of viftory 

Fate plays her old dog-trick I 
Up leap'd duke John, and knock'd him down, ^ 

And fo down fell duke Nic. 
Alas, oh Nic ! oh Nic, alas ! 

Right did thy goflip call thee : 
As who ftiould fay, alas the day 

When John of Guife (hall maul thee ! 
For on thee did he clap his chair. 

And on that chair did fit ; 
And look'd as if he meant therein 

To do — what was not fit. 

^ Irord Lechmere lived at Camden-houfe, near K«^ 
, £iigton. N* 
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Up didft thoa look, oh woeful duke ! 

Thy mouth yet durft not ope, 
Certes for fear of finding there 
A t — d inftead of trope. 

•• Lie there, thou caitiff vile !" quoth Gai£e, 
•* No yj^r^/ is here to fave thee : 

* * The cafement it is fhut likewiie ; 

" Beneath my feet I have thee. 

•* If thou haft aught to fpeak, ipcak out,** 
Then Lancaftere did cry, 

* * Know'ft thou not me, nor yet thyfcif ? 

*' Who thou, and who am I ? 

"* * Know*ft thou not me, who (God be prais*d) 
" Have brawl'd and quarrePd more, 

* * Than all the line of Lancaftere, 

" That battled heretofore ? 

* * In fenates fam'd for many a fpeech, 

" And (what fome awe muft give ye. 
Though laid thus low beneath thy breach) 
** Still of the council privy ; 

*• Still of the iiutchy chancellor : 

«* Durante life I have it ; 
** And turn, as now thou doft on me, 

*' Mine a — e on them that gave it." 
JBut now the fervants they rufti'd in; 

And duke Nic. up leap'd he : 
" I will not cope againft fuch odds, 

" But, Guifc ! I '11 fight with thee: 

" To-morrow 
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" To-moffOW with fhe^ tvill I fight 

*' Under the green-wood tree/' 
" No, not to-niorrbw, but to-night" 
(Quoth Guife) *« I *11 fight vnth thee." 

Atii ftow the fun declbing low 

Beftreak'd with blood the fkies ; 
When, with Ws fword at (addle-bow. 

Rode forth the valiant Guife. 

Full gently prancM he o'er the lawn; 

Oft' roird his eyes around. 
And froifi the ftirrup ftretch'd to Ahd 

Who was not to be found. 

Loiig brandifh'd he the blade in nrj 

Long look'd the fi^ld all o'cfr : 
At length he fpy'd the merry-men browns 

And eke the coach and four. 

From out the boot bold Nicholas 

Did wave his wand fo white. 
As pointing out the gloomy glade 

Wherein he meant to fight. 

All in that dreadful hour fo c^hn 

Was Lancaftere to fee. 
As if he meant to take the air. 

Or only take a fee : 

And fo he did— for to New Court 

His rolling wheels did run : 
Not that he fliunn'd the doubtful ftrife ; 

But httjinefs muft be done, 

BacI 
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Back in the dark^ by Brompton-parkj 

He turn'd up through the Gore ! 
So flunk to Camden-houfe fo high. 

All in his coach and four. 

Mean-while duke Guife did fret and fume, 

A fight it was to fee, 
Benumb 'd beneath the evening dew 

Under the green- wood tree. 

Then, wet and weary, home he far'd, 

Sore muttering all the way, 
«« The day I meet him, Nic ftiall rue 

*' The cudgel of that day. 

«' Mean time on every piffing-poft 

*' Pafte we this recreant's name, 
** So that each pifler-by fliall read 

** And pifs againft the fame.'* 

Now God preferve our gfadous king. 

And grant his nobles all 
May learn this leffon from duke Nic. 

That/r;V<f will have a fall! 



DIONE 



D I O N E. 

A 
I^ASTORAL TRAGEDY. 



** Sunt numina amand, 
** Sxvit et injufta lege reli£ta Venus." 
TiBVLL. Eleg. V. Lib. i. 



D RAM AT IS P E R S O NiE. 

MEN. 

EvANDER under the name of Lycidaj. 

Cleanthes. 
Shepherds. 

WOMEN. 

DiONE under the name of Alexis. 

Parthenia. 

Laura. 

Scenc> ARCADIA. 
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A C T I. S C 

laiii^ at the Foot of aftee^ 
DIONE. LA 

LAURA. 

FIYdoft thou fly me? St 
Seek not thefe horrid ca 
ce thy fteps> the midnig 
:he brown defert, and un 
times the lark has fung } 
)re on dewy wing to meet 
irft I found thee, ftretch' 
laurels border Ladon's {\ 

dione. 
my foul with grateful thai 
> thy hand my daily life I 
he weak lamb^ you rais'd 
lint to bear bleak winds ai 
lay I (hare thy bowl and c 
light thy roof defends the 
in is all thy friendfhip, v; 
t a wretch abandoned to d< 

LAURA. 

X will fly thee, when thou 
ital fecret that torments th 
..XXXVU. p 
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Difclofe thy forrows to my faithful ear, 
Inftrua thefe eyes to give thee tear for tear. 
Love, love 's the caiffe ; our forefts fpeak thy flaiw. 
The rocks have learnt to figh Evander's name. 
If feoltcring fhame thy bafhful tongoc reftrtin, 
Ifthou haft looked, andblafh'd, andfighMinvain; 
Say, in what grate thy lovely fhephei^ ftrays, 
Tell me what mountains warble with his lays ; 
Thither I '11 fpeed me, and with moving art 
Draw foft confcffions from his melting heart. 

DiONfi. 

Thy generous care has touch'd my (ecret woe. 
Love bids thefe fcalding tears incefTant flow. 
Ill-fated love ! O fay, ye fylvan maids. 
Who range wide forefts and fequefter'd fhades, 
Sify where Evander bled, point cut the ground 
That yet i^ purple with the favage U'ound. 
Yonder he lies ; I hear the bird of prey • 
High o'er thofe cliffs the raven wings his wayj 
Hark how he croaks ! he fcents the murder war. 
O^may no greedy beak hi^ vilage tear I 
Shield him, ye Cupids ; ftrip the Paphian gron, 
And ftrow unfading myrde o'et* my love ! 
Down, heaving heart. 

LAUItA* 

—The mournful tal^ difclofe. 

DIONE. 

Let not my tears intrude on thy repofe. 
Yet if tViy hit&tvAftaij ft.^Ll the caufe requeft ; 



DIONS. ftit 

Know then« fair (hepherdefs, no honeft (wain 
T^nglit me the duties of the peaceful plain ; 
Unus'd to fweet content, no flocks I keep. 
Nor brawzing goats that overhang the fieep. 
Born where Orchomenos' prood turrets fhine, 
I txace my birth from long ilioftrions Hne, 
Why was I train'd amidft Arcadia's court? 
Love ever revels in that gay refort. 
Whene'er Evandcr paft, my fmitten heart 
Heav'd frequent flghs, and felt uoufual (mart. 
Ah ! hadft thou feen with what fwcct grace he mov'd ! 
Vet why that wifti ? for Laura then had lov*d. 

LAURA. 

Difbuft me not ; thy fecrct wrongs impart. 

DIONE* 

Forgive the failles of a breaking heart. 
Bvander's fighs his mutual flame confeft, 
Tjie growing paffion laboured in his bieaft; 
To me he came; my heart with rapture fpnmg* 
To fee the bluflies, when his Emitering tongue* 
Firil faid, I love. My eyes confent reveal. 
And plighted vows our faithful paffion feal • 
Where 's now the lovely youth ; he % loft, he 's flain 
And the pale corfe Ues breathlcfi on the pUxa I ' 

LAURA. 

Are thus the hopes of confbnt lovers paid ? 

If thus-ye Ponrers, from love defend the maid! * 

^ diokeJ 
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DIONE. 

Now have twelve mornings warm'd the purple eafl. 
Since my dear hunter rouz'd the tufky beaft; 
Swift flew the foaming monfter throagh the wood, 
Swift as the wind, his eager fteps purfued : 
'Twas then the favage tarn*d ; then fell the youth, 
And his dear blood diftain'd the barbarous tooth. 

LAURA. 

Was there none near? no ready fuccour found? 
Nor healing herb to ftaunch the fpouting wound ? 

DIONE. 

Ill vain through pathlefs woods the hunters croft, 
And fought with anxious eye their mafter loft ; 
In vain their frequent hollows echo'd (hrill, 
And his lov*d name was fent from hill to hill ; 
Evander hears you not. He 's loft, he 's flain. 
And the pale corfe lies breathlefs on the plain. 

LAURA. 

Has yet no clown (who, wandering from the way, 
Beats every bu(h to raife the lamb aftray) 
Obferv'd the fatal fpot ? 

DIONE. 

— — O, if ye pafs 
Where purple murder dyes the withered grafs. 
With pious finger gently clofe his eyes. 
And let his grave with decent vedure rife. [fFetfs* 

LAURA. 

Behold the turtle who has loft her mate ; 
Awhile with drooping wing fhe mourns Kisiate; 

Sullen^ 
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SuUen, awhile ftie feeks 
- And cooing meditates th( 
^ But time the rueful imag 
. Again (he 's chearM, agj 
^^ Spare then thy beauty, a 

i? Yet fure fome turtle's lo^ 

Who, when the hawk hai 

y Hath never known the gl 

gj When my fond father 

And on my livid cheek t 

When catching fighs my 
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LA 
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-^nd the pale moon had j 
Softly I rofe and drefs'd 
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Q:iofe me, ye woods, wi 
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AQvances now a meiancnoiy train ; 

Black cyprefs boughs their drooping heads ado 

L A V R A • 

Alas 1 Menalcas to his grave is borne. 

Behold the viftim of Parthenia's pride ! 

He faw, he figh'd, he lov'd, was fcom*d« andc 

DIONB. 

Where dwells this beauteous tyrant of the pliii 
Where may I fee her ? 

LAURA. 

— — Afk the fighing fwains. 
They beft can fpeak the conquefts of her eyes; 
Whoever fees her, loves ; who loves her, dies 

DIONE. 

Perhaps untimely fate her flame hath crofs'd. 
And fhe, like me, hath her Evander loft. 
How my foul pities her ! 

LAURA. 
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To rouse the duce ; mad with his amorous pain. 

He ftops and raves ; then fuUen walks again. 

Parthenia's name is borne by pacing gales. 

And talking hills repeat it to the dales. 

Come, let us from this vale of forrow go. 

Nor let the mournful fcene prolong thy woe. [ Exnmt» 

SCENE II. • 

Shepherds amd Shefherdejfes (crooned ^with garlands §f 

cypre/s aadynu) hearing the body #/*Menalcas. 

1 SHEPHERD. 

Here gently reft the corfe — With Eiultering breath 
Thus fpake Menalcas on the verge of death. 
*• Belov'd Palemon, hear a dying friend; 
** See, where yon hills with craggy brows aicend, 
* * Low in the valley where the mountain grows, 
** There firft I faw her, there began my woes. 
** When I am cold, may there this clay be laid! 
•* There often ftrays the dear, the cruel maid; 
•* There as (he walks, perhaps you *11 hear her (ay, 
•' (While a kind gufhing tear (hall force its way) 
** How could my (hibbom heart relentlefs prove? 
*' Ah, poor Menalcas — all thy fault was love !*• 

2 SHEPHERD. 

When pitying lions o'er a carcafe groan. 
And hungry tigers bleeding kids bemoan ; 

^ 4 When 

• This and the following fccnc arc fonned upon the 
' ••vcl oT Marcella in Don Quaote, 
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When the lean wolf laments the mangled Ihecp; 
Then ihall Parthenia o'er Menalcas weep. 

1 SHEPHERD. 

When famifh'd panthers feek their morning food, 
And monflers roar along the defert wood; 
When hiffing vipers ruftle through the brake, 
Or in the path-way rears the fpeckled fnakc ; 
The wary fwain th* approaching peril fpies. 
And through fome diftant road fecurely flies. 
Fly then, ye fwains, from beauty's furer wound. ' 
Such was the fate our poor Menalcas found I 

2 SHEPHERD. 

What fhepherd does not mourn Menalcas flain ! 
Kill'd by a barbarous woman's proud difdain ! 
Whoe'er attempts to bend her fcornful mind. 
Cries to the deferts, and purfues the wind. 

1 SHEPHERD. 

With every grace Menalcas was endow'd. 

His merits dazzled all the fylvan croud. 

If you would know his pipe's melodious found, 

Aflc all the echoes of thefe hills around. 

For they have learnt his ftrains.; who fliall reheffl*fe 

The flrength, the cadence of his tuneful verfe ? 

Go, read thofe lofty poplars ; there you'll find 

Some tender fonnet grow on every rind. 

2 SHEPHERD. 

Yet what avails his fkill? Parthenia flies. 
Can merit hope fuccefs in woman's eyes .? 

f SHEF 
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1 SHEPHERD. 

f was Parthenia fonn'd of foftc 
I does her heart fuch favage ns 
I kind gods ! or all her chanxij 
ame her heart — fo fpare the i 

2 SHEPHERD. 

ade the flowers which on the g 
lay Pardienia's tranfieni: beaut; 

1 SHEPHERD. 

t woman ever counts the fleet! 
;es the wrinkle which her forel 
iking her features never fliall d 
fwain flie fcorns, from that fli 
know« as when the roie her bui 
ile each breall the fliort-liv'd fi 
n the dry ftalk lets drop het fhj 
lovely ruin 's ever thrown afld< 
lall Parthenia be. 

2 SHEPHERD. 

— See, fhe appears, 
oafl: her i^ils^ and triumph ir 
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SCENE III. 
P&rthenia appears from the wiountaim^ 

Parthenia. Shepherds. 

i shepherd. 
Why this way doft thou turn thy baneful eyci# 
Pernicious Bafilifk ? Lo ! there he lies : 
There lies the youth thy curfed beauty flew; 
See, at thy i^rtknct, how he bleeds anewV 
Look dowu, enjoy thy murder. 

PARTHENIA. 

— Spare my famej 
I come to clear a virgin's injur'd name. 
If 1 *m a Bafilifk, the danger fly. 
Shun the fwift glances of my venom'd eye: 
If I 'm a murderer, why approach ye near. 
And to the dagger lay your bofom bare ? 

I SHEPHERD. 

What heart is proof againft that face divine ? 
Love is not in our power. 

PARTHENIA. 

— Is love in mine? 
If e'er I trifled with a fliepherd's pain. 
Or with falfe hope his paflion ftrove to gain ; 
Then might you juftly curfe my favage mind, 
Then might you rank me with the ferpent kind: 

] 
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But I ne'er trifled with a (hepherd's pain. 
Nor with falfe hope his pafiion drove to gain r 
'Tis to his ra(h purfuit he owes his fete ; 
I was not cruel ; he was obftinate. 

I SHEPHERD. 

Hear this, ye iighing fhepherds, and deipair* 

Unhappy Lycidas, thy hour is near ! 

Since the fame barbarous hand hath iign'd thy doontj 

We *li lay thee in our lov'd Menalqas' tomb. 

PARTHENIA. 

Why will intruding man my peace deftroy ? 

Let me content and folitude enjoy ; 

Free was I bom ; my freedom to maintain, 

£ftrly I fought the unambitious plain. 

Mod women's weak refolves, like reeds, will ply. 

Shake with each breath, and bend with every figh ; 

Mine, like an oak, who(e firm roots deep defcend» 

>^or breath of love can (hake, nor figh can bend. 

If ye unhaftpy Lycidas would fave ; 

Goieek him, lead him to Menakas' grave; 
Forbid his eyes with fk>wing grief to rain. 
Like him Menalcas wept, but wept in vain : 
Bid him his heart-confoming groans give o*er r 
Tell him, I heard fuch piercing groans before* 
And heard unmov'd. O Lycidas, be wife. 
Prevent thy fate. — Lo ! there Menalcas lies, 

I SHEPHERD. 

Now all the melancholy riles are pakl. 
And o'er his- grave the w^^fi^g marbk kM j 

Let's 
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Let 's feek our charge ; the flocks, difperflng wide, 
Whiten with moving fleece the mountain's fide. 
Truft not, ye fwains, the lightning of her eye. 
Left ye, like him, fliould love, defpair, and die. 
[Exeunt Shepherds, fffr. Parthenia remains in a me- 
lancholj pofturey looking on the grave ^Menalcas. 

Enter Lycidas, 

SCENE IV. 

Lycidas, Parthenia. 

LYCIDAS. 

When (hall my fteps have reft? through all the wood, 
And "by the winding banks of Ladon's flood, 
I -fought my love. O fay, ye fkipping fawns 
(Who range entangled fhades and daify'd lawns), 
\i ye have feen her ! fay, ye warbling race 
(Who meafure on fwift wing th* aerial {pace. 
And view below hills, dales, and diftant fhores), 
Where fliall I find her whom my foul adores ! 

SCENE V. 

Lycidas, Parthenia, Dione, Laura. 
[Dione and Laura at a difianct* 

LYCIDAS. 

What do I fee ? no. Fancy mocks my eyes. 
And bids the dear deluding vifion rife* 

'Tis 
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*Tis ihe. My fpringing heart her prefencc feels. 
See, proilrate Lycidas before thee kneels. 

[Kneeling to Parthenia^ 
Why will Parthenia turn her face away ? 

PARTHENIA. 

Who calls Parthenia ? hah ! 

\She ft arts from her nulanchcly ; and^ feeing Lycidas^ 
flies into the nuood* 

LYCIDAS. 

Stay, virgm, ftay. 

O wing my feet, kind Love. See, fee, ihe bounds, 
PJeet as the mountain roe, when preft by hounds. 
[Hi purfues her. D'lone faints in the arms ofLzwrZm 

LAURA. 

"What means this trembling ? All her colour flies> 
And life is quite unftrung. Ah ! lift thy eyes. 
And anfwer me ; fpeak, fpeak, 'tis Laura calls. 
Speech has forfook her lips.— She faints, fhe falls. 
Fan her, ye zephyrs, with your balmy breath. 
And bring her quickly from the fhades of death : 
Blow, ye cool gales. See, fee, the foreft (hakes 
With coming winds ! fhe breathes, (he moves, (he 
wakes. 

DIONE, 

Ah, falfeEvander! 

LAURA. 

•—Calm thy fobbing breaft* 
Say, what new forrow has thy heart oppreft? 

DIONE* 
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DIONB. 

Didft thou not hear his fighs and fappliant tone f 
Didft thou not hear the pitying mountain groan ? 
Didft thou not fee him bend his fuppliant knee ? 
Thus in my happy days he kndt to me. 
And pour'd forth all his foul ! See how he ftraiRs, 
And leffens to the fight o'er yonder plains. 
To keep the fair in view ! Run, virgin, run. 
Hear not his vows ; I heard, and was undone ! 

LAURA. 

Let not imaginary terrors fright. 
Some dark delufion fwims before thy iight. 
I faw Parthenia from the mountain's brow. 
And Lycidas with proftrate duty bow ; 
Swift, as the falcon's wing, I faw her fly. 
And heard the cavern to his groans reply. 
Why ftream thy tears for forrows not thy ownl 

DIONE. 

Oh! where are honour, faith, and jufHce flown? 
Perjur'd Evander ! 

LAURA. 

f —Death has laid him low. 

Touch not the mournful firing that wakes thy woe. 

DIONE. 

That amorous fwain, whom Lycidas you name, 
(Whofe faithleis bofom feels another flame) 
Is my once kind Evander — yes — 'twas he. 
He lives — but lives, alas ! no ixK)re for me. 

• LAURA. 
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LAtTRA. 

Let not thy frantic words confefs defpair. 

DIONE. 

What, know T not his voice, his mien, his air ? 
Yes, I that treacherous voice with joy believ'd. 
That voice, that mien, that air, my foul deceiv'd. 
If my dear fhepherd love the lawns, and glades. 
With him I '11 range the lawns, and feek the fhades^ 
With him through folitary deferts rove. 
But could he leave me for another love ? 
O baft ingratitude ! 

LAURA. 

Sufpend thy grief. 

And let my friendly counfcl bring relief 
To thy defponding foul. Parthenia's ear 
Is barr'd for ever to the lover's prayer ; 
Eva^der courts difdain, he follows fcorn. 
And in the paffing winds his vows are borne. 
Soon will he find that all in vain he flrove 
To t^me her bofom ; then his former love 
Shall wake his foul ; then will he fighing blame 
His heart inconilant, and his perjur'd flame: 
Then fhall he at Dione's feet implore. 
Lament his broken faith, and change no more, 

DIONE. 

Perhaps, this cruel nymph well knows to feign 
Forbidding fpeech, coy looks, and cold difdaiR» 
To raife his paffion. Such are female artSj» 
To hold in fafer fnares inconftant hearta ! 

- LAURA* 
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LAURA. 

Parthenia*s breaft is fteel'd with real fcorn. 

PIONE. 

And doft thou think Evander will return ? 

LAURA. 

Forego thy fex, lay all thy robes afide. 
Strip off thefe ornaments of female pride ; 
The fhepherd's veil muft hide thy graceful air. 
With the bold xnanly ftep a (wain appear ; 
Then with Evander may'ft thou rove unknown. 
Then let thy tender elegance be fhown ; 
Then the new fury of his heart control. 
And with Dione's fufferings touch his foul. 

DIONE. 

Sweet as refrefhing dews, or fummer fhowers. 
To the long parching thirft of drooping flowers; 
Grateful as fanning gales to fainting fwains. 
And foft as trickling balm to bleeding pains ; 
Such are thy words. The fex fhall be refign'd. 
No more fhall braided gold thefe treffes bind; 
The fhepherd's garb the woman fhall difguife.' 
If he has loft all love, may friendfhip's tye& 
Unite me to his heart ! 

LAURA. 

— — Go, profperous msdd. 
May fmiling love thy faithful wifhes aid ! - 
Be now Alexis call'd. With thee I'll rove. 
And watch thy wanderer through the mazy grove : 
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: me be honour'd with a filler's name ; 
• thee, I feel a more than filler's flame. 

DIONE. 

haps my Ihepherd has outllript her halle. 
ink'fl thou, when out of fight, Ihe flew fo fall ? 
2 fudden glance might turn her favage mind ; 
y (he like Daphne fly, nor look behind, 
intain her fcorn, his eager flame defpife, 
r view Evander with Dione's eyes ! 



ToL. XXXVJI. Q ACT 
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ACT II. 

SCENE I. 
Lycidas ijin^ $n the grave of Menalcas. 

LYCIDAS. 

■ITrr HEN (hall thefe fcalding fountains ceafe to flow? 

How long will life fiiftain tMs load of woe ? 
Why glows Che morn ? Roll back> thou fource of lightf 
And feed my forrows with eternal night. 
Come, fable Death ! ^ve> give the welcome ftrokc; 
The raven calls thee from yon* blafted oalc 
What pious care my ghaftful lid (hall ck>fe ? 
What decent hand my frozen limbs compofe? 
O happy fhepherd, fit^ from anxious pains. 
Who now art wandering in the iighing plains 
Of bleft Elyfium ; where in myrtle groves 
Enamour 'd ghofb bemoan their former loves. 
Open, thou iilent grave 4 for lo I I come 
To meet Menalcas in the fragrant gloom ; 
There fhall my bofom bum with friendftiip's flame, 
The fame our paflion, and our fate the fame ; 
There, like twonigkdngales on neighbouring boughs, 
Alternate ilrains fliaH mourn our fruflrate vows. 
But if cold death fhould clofe Parthenia's eye, 
And fhould her beauteous form come gliding by; 
Friendlhip would foon in jealous fear be loft. 
And kindling hate purfue thy rival ghoft. 

SCENE 



DION 

SCENE 

LVCIDAS, DiONE tH a Sh 

Lycidas. 
Hah ! who comes here ? turn hen 
Truil not thy fafety to Partheni 
As from the bearing falcon flies 
So, wing'd with fear, Partheni 

DIONE. 

If in thcfe vales the fatal beaut) 
From the cold marble rife ; let ' 
Why lie you panting, like the i 
Truft not the dangers which yoi 

LYCIDAS. 

Bid the lur'd lark, whom tanglii 
On foaring pinion rove the fpac 
Bid the cag'd linnet range the I 
Then bid my captive heart get 
The fiiares of death are o'er me. 
Left you fhould fee her, and lik 

DIONE. 

No. Let her come ; and feek t 
In all the beauteous negligence 
Though Cupid fend a fhaft in e 
Though all the Graces in her ft 
My heart can ftand it all. Be fii 
Th' enfiiaring oath, the broken 
Q.2 
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That flame, which other charms have power to move, 
O give it not the facred name of love ! * 
'Tis perjury, fraud, and meditated lyes. 
Love 's feated in the foul, and never dies. 
What then avail her charms ? My conftant heart 
Shall gaze fecure, and mock a fecond dart. 

LYCIDAS. 

But you perhaps a happier fate have found. 
And the fame hand that gave, now heals the wound. 
Or art thou left abandoned and forlorn, 
A wretch, like me, the fport of pride and fcorn? 

DIONE. 

O tell me, ihepherd, hath thy faithlefs maid, 
Falfe to her vow, thy flatter'd hope betray 'd? 
Did her fmooth fpeech engage thee to believe ? 
Did fhe proteft and fwear, and then deceive? 
Such are the pangs I feel ! 

LYCIDAS. 

The haughty fair 

Contemns my fuiFerings, and difdains to hear. 
Let meaner Beauties, learn'd in female fnares. 
Entice the fwain with half-confenting airs j 
Such vulgar arts ne'er aid her conquering eyes. 
And yet, where'er Ihe turns, a lover fighs. 
Vain is the fteady conflancy you boaft ; 
All other love at iight of her is loft, 

DIONE. 

True conftancy no time, no power, can move. 
He that hath known to change, ne'er knew to love. 

Though 
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Though the dear author of my haplefs flame 
Purfue another ; ftill my heart 's the fame. 
Am I for ever left? (excufe thefe tears) 
May your kind friendfliip foften all my cares ! 

LYCIDAS. 

"W^hat comfort can a wretch, like me, bcftow ? 

DIONE. 

He bcft can pity who hath felt the woe. 

LYCIDAS. 

Since different objedb have our fouls pofTell^ 
No rival fears our friendihip fhall moleft. 

DlONE. 

Come, let us leave the fhade of thefe brown hills. 
And drive our flocks befide the ftreaming rills. 
Should the fair tyrant to thefe vales return. 
How would thy breaft with double fury burn ! 
Go hence, and feek thy peace. 



SCENE III. 
Lycidas, Dione, Laura. 

LAURA. 

—Fly, fly this place ; 
Beware of love; the proudeft of her race 
This way approaches : from among the pines, 
Where from the fteep the winding path declines, 
I faw the nymph defcend. 

0^3 LYCIDAS 
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LTCIDAS. 

— ~Shc comes, (he comes; 
From her the pafling Zephyrs fteal periiuBesy 
As from the violet's bank with odoiirs fwcet 
Breathes every gale ; fpiing blooms beneath her fee 
Yes, 'tis my feireft ; here fhc 's wont to rove. 

LAURA. 

Say, by what figns I might have known thy Love? 

LYCIDAS. 

My Love is fairer than the foowy breaft 
Of the tall fwan, whofe proudly fwelling chcft 
Divides the wave ; her trefles, loofe behind. 
Play on her neck, and wanton in the wind; 
The rifing blufhes, which her cheek o'erfprcad. 
Are opening rofes in the lily's bed, 
Know'ft thou Parthenia ? 



Wretched is the flave 

Who ferves fuch pride ! Behold Menalcas' grave! 
Yet if Alexis and this iighing (Wain 
Wi(h to behold the Tyrant of the plain. 
Let us behind thefe myrtles twining arms 
Retire unfeen ; from thence furvey her charms. 
Wild as the chaunting thrufh upon the fpray. 
At man's approach, fhe fwiftly flies away. 
Like thcf young hare, I 've feen the panting mai 
Stop, Uftcn, run ; of every wind afraid, 

^ LYCXP 
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LYCIDAS. 

^nd wilt thou never from thy vows depart? 
>hepherd, beware— now fortify thy heart. [TaDione. 
[Lycidasj Dione, anidL^iurz, retire behind the boughs. 

S C E N E IV. 
Parthenia^ Lycidas^ Dione> Laura* 

parthenia. 
This melancholy fcene demands a groan. 
Hah 1 what infcription marks the weeping ftonc ? 
«' O power of beauty ! here Menalcas lies. 
*' Gaze not, ye fhepherds, on Parthenia's eyes,** 
Why did Heaven form me with fuch polifh'd care } 
Why caft my features in a mould fo fair? 
If blooming beauty was a blefling meant. 
Why are my fighing hours deny 'd content ? 
The downy peach, that glows with funny dyes. 
Feeds the black fnail, and lures voracious flies ; 
The juicy pear invites the feather'd kind. 
And pecking finches fcoop the golden rind; 
But beauty fufFers more pernicious wrongs, 
Blafled by envy, and cenforious tongues. 
How happy lives the nymph whofe comely face 
And pleaflng glances boail fufficient grace 
To wound the fwain fhe loves ! No jealous fears 
Shall vex her nuptial ftate with nightly tears ; 
Nor amorous youths, to pufti their foul pretence, 
Infefl her days with dull impertinence, 

0^4 But 
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But why talk I of love ? My guarded heart 
Difowns his power, and turns aiide the dart. 
Hark ! from his hollow tomb Menalcas cries, 
'* Gaze not, ye fhepherds, on Parthenia's eyes." 
Come, Lycidas, the mournful lay perufe. 
Left thou, like him, Parthenia's eyes accufe. 
[Sbefiands in a melancholy pofture, looking on the tomb* 

LYCIDAS. 

Called fhe not Lycidas? — I come, my fair; 
See generous pity melts into a tear. 
And her heart foftens. Now's the tender hourj 
Affift me. Love ! exert thy fovereign power 
To tame the fcornful maid. 

DIONE. 

Ra(h fwain, be wife : 
'Tis not from thee or him ; from Love fhe flies. 
Leave her, forget her. [They hold Lycidas. 

LAURA. 

Why this furious hafte ? 

LYCIDAS. 

Unhand me ; loofe me. 

DIONE. 

—Sifter, hold him faft. 
To follow her, is, to prolong deipair. 
Shepherd, you muft not go. 

LYCIDAS. 

—Bold youth, forbear. 
Hear me, Parthenia. 

PARTHENIA. 
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PARTHENtA. 

— — From behind the ihade 
Methought a voice fome liftening fpy betrayM. 
Yes> I 'm obferv'd. [Si^ runs out, 

LYCIDAS. 

*— Stay, nymph ; thy flight fufpend. 
She hears me not — when will my forrows end ! 
-As over-fpent with toil, my heaving bread 
Beats quick. *Tis death alone can give me reft. 

[He remains in ajixt melancholy. 



SCENE V. 
Lycidas, Dione, Laura. 

LAURA. 

Recall thy fcatter'd fenfe, bid rcafon wake. 
Subdue* thy paffion. 

LYCIDAS. 

■Shall I never fpeak ? 
She *s gone, (he 's gone — Kind (hepherd, let me reft 
My troubled head upon thy friendly breaft. 
The foreft feems to move— O curfed ftate ! 
I doom'd to love, and (he condemn'd to hate ! 
Tell me, Alexis, art thou ftill the fame ? 
Did not her brighter eyes put out the flame 
Of thy firft love ? did not thy fluttering heart. 
Whene'er ihe rais'd her look, confefs the dart ? 

DiONE. 
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DIONE. 

I own» the nymph is faireft of her race^ 
Yet I unmov'd can on this beauty gaze. 
Mindful of former promife ; all that 's dear» 
My thoughts, my dreams, my every wiih is there. 
Since then our hopes are loft ; let fiiendfhip's tyc 
Calm our diflrefs, and flighted love fupply ; 
Let us together drive our fleecy ftore. 
And of ungrateful woman think no more. 

LYCIDAS. 

*Tis death alone can raife her from my breaft, 

LAURA. 

Why fliines thy love fo far above the reft? 
Nature, 'tis true, in every outward grace. 
Her niceft hand employed ; her lovely factf 
With beauteous feature ftampt ; with rofy dyes 
Warm'd her fair cheek ; with lightning arm'd her eyci 
But, if thou fearch the fecrets of her mind. 
Where fliall thy cheated foul a virtue find ? 
Sure hell with cruelty her breaft fupply'd : 
How did ftie glory when Menalcas dy*d ! 
Pride in her bofom reigns ; ftie 's falfe, flie 's vain; 
She firft entices, then infults the fwain. 
Shall female cunning lead thy heart aftray ? 
Shepherd, be free ; and fcom for fcorn repay. 

LYCIDAS. 

How woman talks of woman ! 



DIONI 
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DIONB. 

—Hence depart ; 
L.et a long abfence care thy love-iick heart. 
Xo fome far grove retire^ her fight difclaim, 
>Ior with her charms awake the dying flame, 
Let not an hoar thy happy flight fafpend ; 
But go. not> Lycidas, without thy friend. 
Together let as feek the chearful plains^ 
And lead the dance among the fportive fwains, 
I^evoid of care. 

LAURA. 

—Or elfe the groves difdain, 
>Ior with the fylvan walk indulge thy pain. 
Hafle to the town ; there (I have oft' been told) 
The courtly nymph her trefTes binds with gold> 
To captivate the youths ; the youths appear 
In fine array ; in ringlets waves their hair 
Rich with ambrofial fcents, the fair to move» 
And all the bufinefs of the day is love. 
There ^om the gaudy train feled a dame. 
Her willing glance fhall catch an equal flame. 

LTCIDA5. 

Name not the Court.— The thoiight myibiil confbuids^ 
And with Dione's wrongs my boibm wounds. 
Heaven jufUy vindicates the faithful maid; 
And now are all my broken vows repaid. 
Perhaps (he now laments my fancy*d death 
With tears unfeign'd ; and thinks my gaiping breath 

Sigh'd 
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Sigh'd forth her name. O guilt, no more upbraid? 
Yes. I fond innocence and truth betray'd. {AJiie* 

"DionE anJ Lav K A af art. 

DIONE. 

Hark ! how refledtion wakes his confcious heart. 
From my pale lids the trickling forrows Hart. 
How (hall my breaft the fwelling fighs confine i 

LAURA. 

O fmooth thy brow, conceal our juft defign : 
Be yet awhile unknown. If grief arife. 
And force a paiTage through thy gufhing eyes. 
Quickly retire, thy forrows to compofe ; 
Or with a. look ferene difguife thy woes. 

[Dione is going out, Laura walks at a diftanu. 

LYCIDAS. 

Canft thou, Alexis, leave me thus diftreft ? 
Where's now the boafted friendlhip of thy breaft? 
Haft thou not oft' furvey'd the dappled deer 
In focial herds o'erfpread the paftures fair ? 
When opening hounds the warmer fcent purfue, 
And force the deftin'd viftim from the crew. 
Oft' he returns, and fain would join the band. 
While all their horns the panting wretch withftand. 
Such is thy friendfhip ; thus might I confide. 

DIONE. 

Why wilt thou cenfure what thou ne'er haft try 'd? 
Sooner ftiall fwallows leave their callow brood. 
Who with their pbdntive chirpings cry for food ; 

Sooner 
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Sooner (hall hens expofc their infant care, 
"When the fpread kite fails wheeling in the air i 
Than I forfake thee when by danger preft. 
Wrong not by jealous fears a faithful breaft, 

LYCIDAS. 

If thy fair-fpoken tongue thy bofom fhows. 
There let the fecrets of my foul repofe, 

DIONE. 

Far be fufpicion ; in my truth confide. 
O let my heart thy load of cares divide ! 

LYCIDAS. 

Know then, Alexis, that in vain I ftrove 
To break her chain, and free my foul from love : 
On the lim'd twig thus finches beat their wings. 
Still more entangled in their clammy firings. 
The flow-pac*d days have witnefs'd my defpair. 
Upon my weary couch fits wakeful care ; 
Down my flufh*d cheek the flowing forrows run> 
As dews defcend to weep the abfent fun. 
loft Parthenia ! 

DIONE. 

— Thefe wild thoughts fufpend ; 
And in thy kind commands inflrud thy friend. 

LYCIDAS. 

Whenever my faultering tongue would urge my caufe, 
I^eaf is her ear, and fuUen fhe withdraws. 
Go then, Alexis ; feek the fcornful maid. 
In tender eloquence my fufferings plead ; 
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Of flighted paffion you the pangs have knowa; 
O jadge my fecret anguiih by your own ! 

DIONS. 

Had I the fkill inconflant hearts to move« 
My longing foul had never loft my Love. 
My feeble tongue> in thefe foft arts untry'd. 
Can ill fupport the thunder of her pride ; 
When he (hall bid me to thy bower repair> 
How fhall my trembling lips her threats declare 
How fhall I tell thee that fhe could behold. 
With brow ferene, thy corfe all pale and cold 
Beat on the dafhing billow ? Should'ft thou go 
Where the tall hill o'erhangs the rocks below, 
Near thee the tyrant could unpitying fbmd. 
Nor call thee back, nor fbetch a faving hand. 
Wilt thou then ftill perfift to tempt thy fate. 
To feed her pride, and gratify her hate ? 

LYCIDAS. 

Know, unexperienced youth, that woman's mk 
Oft' fhifts her paflions, like th' inconflant wind 
Sudden fhe rages, like the troubled main. 
Now finks the florm, and all is calm again. 
Watch the kind moment, then my wrongs imf 
And the foft tale fhall glide into her heart. 

DIONE. 

No. Let her wander in the lonely grove. 
And never hear the tender voice of love. 
Let her awhile, neglefted by the fwain, 
Pafs by, nor fighs moleft the chearful plain : 
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Thus Ihall the fury of her pric 
Thus humble into love the ha 

LYCIDAS 

/'ain are attempts my paffion 
;s this the balm to cure my fs 
dione 
[>eep then among the green-v 
And feek with wcary'd pace t 
Pnoftrate I '11 fall, and with i 
Eiang on her knees, and bath 
[f fighs of pity can her ear in 
(O Lycidas, my life is wrapt 
[ '11 charge her from thy voic 
Thy voice more fwect than nc 
Breath'd from the warbling pi 
Shall &ay her flight, and conq 
Yet if fhe hear, fhouldLove t 
Then dies all hope ; — then mu 

LYClOAi 

Hafte then, dear faithful fwaii 
"Whofe iable arms the browne 
"Where all around, to fhun th 
The panting flocks in ferny t 
There with impatience fhall 3 
O'er the wide profpeft freque 
To ipy thy wilh'd return. > 
A tender welcome, may thy 
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SCENE VI. 
DiONEy Laura. 

DIONE. 

Methinks I 'm now furrouiudcd by defpair. 

And all my withering hopes are loft in air. 

Thus the young linnet on the rocking bough 

Hears through long woods autumnal tempeft.blo^^^> 

With hallow blafts the clafhing branches bend; 

And yellow ihowers of ruftling leaves defcend; 

She fees the friendly ihelter from her Ry, 

Nor dare her little pinions truft the iky ; 

But on the naked fpray in wintery air. 

All ihivering, hopelefs, mourns the dying year. 

What have 1 promised ? raih, unthinking maid t 

By thy own tongue thy wiflies are betray'd ! 

[Laura ad*vam^^^* 

LAURA. 

Why walk'ft thou thus difturb'd with frantic air^ 
Why roll thy eyes with madnefs and defpair ? 

DIONE. \Mu^H' 

How wilt thou bear to fee her pride give way ? 
When thus the yielding nymph fhall bid thee fay^ « 
*' Let not the fhepherd feek the filent grave, 
^' Say, that I bid him live — if hope can fave 1'^ 

LAURA. 

Hath he difcern'd thee through the fwain's difguift^ 
And now alike thy love and friendfliip flies ? 
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DION] 

s. Finn and faithful to 
1 range each funny hUl> < 

LAUR 

is Laura fpeaks. O calm 

DION! 

liere (hall my fearch this i 
[1 go> my faithlefs ihephe 
id with my tears accufe tl 
t, fhould her foftenM hes 

LAUR 

thofe are all thy fears, E^ 

DIONl 

liy fhould we both in forn 
love unfeign'd my conftar 
s happinefs alone is all I j 
id that is centered in Part 
ifte then, with earneft zea 
) blefs his hours — when th< 
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ACT III. 

S C E N E I. 
Dione lying on the ground by the fide of a Fountain* 

DIONB. 

TT ERE let me reft; and in the liquid glafe 
View with impartkil look my fading hce. 
Why are Parthenia's ftriking beauties priz'd? 
And why Dione's weaker glance defpis'd ? 
Nature in various moulds has beauty cafk. 
And form'd the feature for each different tafte : 
This iighs for gdden locks and azure eyes ; 
That, for the glofs of fable treffes, dies. 
Let all mankind thefe locks, thefe eyes detefc 
So I were lovely in Evander's breaft 1 
When o'er the garden's knot we caft our view. 
While fummer paints the ground with various hoe$ 
Some praife the gaudy tulip's ftreaky red. 
And fome the filver lily's bending head ; 
Some the jonquil in fhining yellow dreft. 
And fome the fring'd carnation's varied veft; 
Some love the fober violet^s purple dyes, 
Thus beauty fares in different lovers' eyes. 
But bright Parthenia like the rofe appears. 
She in all eyes fuperior luftre bears. 
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SCENE IL 
DiONE> Laura. 

LAURA. 

thus beneath the filver willow laid, 
s fair Dione in the penfive (hade ? 
jiou yet found the over-arching bower, 
b guards Parthenia from the fultry hour? 

DIONS. 

weary ftep in paths unknown I ftray'd, 
bught in vain the folitary maid. 

LAURA. 

thou the waving tops of yonder woods, 
*e aged arms imbrown the cooling floods ? 
:ooling floods o'er breaking pebbles flow, 
Kraih the foil from the big roots below ; 

the tall rock the dafhing waters bound. 
, o*er the fields the rufhing billows found ! 
e, lofl in thought, and leaning on her crook, 
I the fad nymph, nor rais'd her pcnfivc look ; 

fettled eye the bubbling waves furvey'd, 
watch*d the whirlmg eddies as they play'd. ' 

DIONE. 

tier to know my certain doom I fpeed, 

ay this fentcnce life or death 's decreed. [Exit. 
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SCENE m. 
LAvtik, Clbamtbes. 

LAVRA. 

Bat fee ! Tome hafty ftranger bends this way ; 
His broider'd veft refleds the fimiiy ray : 
Now through the thinner boaghs I mark his mioii 
Now veil'd, in thicker (hades he moves nniees. 
Hither he turns ; I hear a manering (bund; 
Behind this reverend oak with ivy bound 
Quick I '11 retire ; with bufy thought poficft. 
His tongue betrays the fecrets of his breaft. 

ISJbe hides hrff- 

CLEANTHES. 

The fkilful hunter with experienced care 
Traces the doubles of the circling hare ; 
The fubde fox (who breathes the weary hoawi 
O'er hills and plains) in diflant brakes is kmi; 
With eafe we track fwift hinds and (kipping roe* 
But who th' inconftant ways of woman knows' 
They fay, (he wanders with the fylvan train, 
And courts the native freedoms of the plain; 
Shepherds explain their wilh without o^nce. 
Nor blufh the nymphs ;— for Love is innocence* 
O lead me where the rural youth retreat. 
Where the flope hills the warbling voice repeat. 
Perhaps on daify'd turf reclines the maid. 
And near her (ide feme rival down is laid. 
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, yet I love her, — O loft nymph return, 
not thy fire with tears incefTant mourn ; 
urn, loft nymph ; bid forrow ceafe to flow, 
1 let Dione glad the houfe of woe. 

LAURA. 

rd he not loft Dione ? hence I '11 ftart, 

fe his flow fteps, and fift his opening heart. \^Afidr 

CLEANTHBS. 

I me, fair nymph, dircft my wandering way ; 
ere, in clofc bowers, to fhun the fultry ray, 
K)fe the fwains ; whofe flocks with bleating fill 
; bordering foreft and the thymy hill, 
if thou frequent join thofe fylvan bands, 
^If can anfwer what my foul demands. 

LAURA. 

en years T trod thefe fields,thefe bowers,and glades, 
1 by the leflTening and the lengthening fliades 
r\ mark'd the hours ; wHat time my flock to lead 
funny mountains, or the watery mead : 
in'd in the labours of the fylvan crew, 
sir fpor^s, retreats, their cares and loves I knew. 

CLEANTHES. 

ndi me then, if late among your race, 
xanger nymph is found, of noble grace, 
•ural arts unflcill'd, no charge flie tends ; 
' when the morn and evening dew defcends 
ks the big-udder'd ewe. Her mien and drefs 
; polifli'd manners of the Court confefs. 

R 3 LAURA. 
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LAVRA. 

Each day arrive the neigbouringnyinphs andfwainl/ 
To ihare the paftime of oar jovial plaint ; • 
How can I there thy roving beauty trace. 
Where not one nymph is bred of vulgar race! 

CLEANTHBS. 

If yet ihe breathe, what tortures mui): ihe find I 
The curfe of difobedience tears her mind. 
lfe*er your breaft with filial duty bum'd. 
If e'er you forrow'd when a parent moorn'd ; , 
Tell her, I charge you, with inceilant groans 
Her drooping fire his abfent child bemoans* 

LAURA, 

Unhappy man ! 

CLEAKTHES. 

With ftorms of pafiion toft» 
When firft he learnt his vagrant child was loft. 
On the cold floor his trembling limbs he flungt 
And with thick blows his hollow bofom rUng; 
Then up he ftarted, and with fixt furprize. 
Upon her pifture threw his frantick eyes. 
While thus he cry 'd : " In her my life was boundi 
•' Warm in 6ach feature is her mother found! 
** Perhaps defp^r has been her fatal guide, 
** And now ihe floats upon the weeping tide ; 
** Or on the willow hung, with head reclin'd# 
*' AH pale and cold ihe wavers in the wind« 
*' Did I not force her hence by harfh commandsi 
*' Did not her foul abhor the nuptial bands ?" 

LAURA. 
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LAURA. 

Teach not, ye fires, your daughters to rebeL 
£y counfel rein their wills, but ne'er compel. 

CLBANTHES. 

Ye duteous daughters, trufl thefe tender guides ; 
Nor think a parent's breafl the tyrant hides. 

LAURA. 

Prom either lid the fcalding forrows roll ; 
The moving tale runs thrilling to my foul. 

CLBANTHBS. 

Perhaps Ihe wanders in the lonely woodsy 

Or on the fedgy borders of the floods ; 

Thou know'ft each cottage, foreft, hill, and vale. 

And pebbled brook that winds along the dale. 

Search each fequefler'd dell to find the fair } 

And juft reward (hall gratify thy care. 

LAURA. 

O ye kind boughs, protect the virgin's flight. 
And guard Dione from his prying fight ! [jffidf. 

CLBANTHBS. 

Mean while, I '11 (eek the fhepherd's cool abodes. 
Point me, fair nymph, along thefe doubtful roads« 

LAURA. 

Seed thou yon' mountain rear his fhaggy brow ? 
In the green valley graze the flocks below : 
There every gale with warbling mufic floats. 
Shade anfwers fliade, and breathes alternate notes. 

[Exit Cleanthe*. 
R4 He's 
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He 's gone ; and to the diftant vale is fent« 
Nor ihall his force Dione's love prevent. 
But fee, (he comes again with hafty pace. 
And confcious pleafure 4iniples on her face. 

SCENE IV. 
Laura, Dione. 

DIONE. 

I found her laid befide the cryftal brook. 
Nor rais'd (he from ths ftrcam her fettled look, 
Till near her fide I flood ; her head (he rears. 
Starts fudden, and her fhrieks confefs her fears. 

LAURA. 

Did not thy words her thoughtful foul furprizc> 
And kmdle fparkling anger in her eyes ? 

DIONE. 

Thus fhe reply'd, with rage and fcom pofTefl. 
•* Will importuning love ne'er give me reft ? 
«' Why am I thus in deferts wild purfu'd, 
" Like guilty confciences when ftain'd with blood? 
*' Sure boding ravens, from the blafted oak, 
** Shall leam the name of Lycidas to croak, 
** To found it in my ears I As fwains pafs by, 
" With look afkance, they (hake their heads and cry, 
** Lo ! this is (he for whom the (hepherd dy'd ! 
'* Soon Lycidas, a vidim to her pride, 
*' .Shall feek the grave ; and in the glimmering glade, 
«' With look all pale, ihall glide the reftlefs ihade 

*'0f 
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the poor fwain ; while we with haggard eye 
H>riftled hair the fleeting phantom fly." 
et their curies innocence upbraid : 
;n never will forfake the virtuous maid. 

LAURA. 

thou perfift to touch her haughty breaft ? 

DIONE. 

ill the more difdain'd, the more I preft. 

LAURA. • 

. you were gone, thefe walks a ftranger crofl, 
m'd through every path, and wander'd loft; 
e he came ; with courteous fpeech demands 
Lth what bowers repos'd the ihepherd bands ; 
further afks me, if among that race 
pherdefs was found of courtly grace ; 
proiFer'd bribes my feithful tongue eflays ; 
Dr no bribe the faithful tongue betrays. 
5 Dione's fafe. Far hence he fpeeds, 
e other hills refound with other reeds. 

DIONE. 

d he come back ; Sufpicion's jealous eyes 
t trace my feature through the fwain's difguife. 
every noife and whiflling wind I dread, 
in each found approaches human tread. 

LAURA. 

id, he left your houfe involvM in cares, 
fweird each breaft, each eye o'erflow'd with 
is loft child thy peniive father mourns, [tears ; 
funk in forrow to the duft returns. 

Go 
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Go back, obedient daughter ; hence depart^ 
And ftill the iighs that tear his anxious heart. 
Soon ihall Evander, wearied with difdain. 
Forego thefe fields, and feek the town again. 

DIONE. 

Thinky Laura, what thy hafty thoughts perfuade» 
If I return, to Love a viddm made. 
My wrathful fire will force his harfh command^ 
And with Cle^hes join my trembling hand. 

LAURA. 

Truft a fond father ; raife him from defpair. 

DIONE. 

T fly not him ; I fly a life of care. 
On the high nuptials of the Court look round; 
Where fhall, alas, one happy pair be found I 
There marriage is for fervile intereil fought: 
Is love for wealth or power or title bought? 
'Tis hence domeftic jars their peace deflroy. 
And loofe adultery fteals the fhameful joy. 
But fearch we wide o'er all the blifsful plains. 
Where love alone, devoid of intereft, reigns. 
What concord in each happy pair appears ! 
How fondnefs ftrengthens with the rolling years! 
Superior power ne'er thwarts their foft delights. 
Nor jealous accufations wake their nights. 

LAURA. 

May all thofe bleflings on Dione fall. 

DIONE. 

Grant me Evander,. and I fliarc them all. 
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Shall a fond parent give perpetual ih-ifc. 
And doom his child to be a wretch for life? 
Though he bequeathed me all thefe woods and plains^ 
And all the flocks the ruffet down contains ; 
With all the golden harvefts of the year. 
Far as where yonder purple mountains rear ; 
Can thefe the broils of nuptial life prevent? 
Can thefe, without Evander, give content ? 
But fee, he comes. 

LAURA. 

I '11 to the vales repair. 
Where wanders by the fbeam my fleecy care. 
Mayft thou the rage of this new flame control. 
And wake Dione in his tender foul ! [Exit Laura* 

SCENE V* 
DiONB, Lycidas. 

LYCIDAS. 

Say, my Alexis, can thy words impart 
Kind rays of hope to chear a doubtful heart? 
How didft thou firft my pangs of love difclofe ? 
Did her diidainfiil brow confirm my woes ? 
Or did foft pity in her bofom rife. 
Heave on h^r breail, and languiih in her eyes ? 

DIONB. 

How (hall my tongue the faultering tale explain I 
My heart drops blood to give the Ihepherd pain. . . 

LYCIDAS* 
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LYCIBAS. 

Pronounce her utmoft fcom ; I come prepared 
To meet my doom. Say, is my death declared? 

DIONE. 

Why fhould thy fate depend on woman's will ! 
Forget this tyrant, and be happy ftill. 

LYCIDAS. 

Didft thou befeech her not to fpeed her flight. 
Nor ihun with wrathful glance my hated fight? 
Will fhe confent my fighing plaint to hear. 
Nor let my piercing cries be loft in air ? 

DIONE. 

Can mariners appeafe the tofling ftorm. 
When foaming waves the yawning deep deform?. 
When o'er the fable cloud the thunder flies. 
Say, who Ihall calm the terror of the ikies ? 
Who fhall the lion's famifti'd roar aflfuage ? 
And can we ftill proud woman's ftronger rage ? 
Soon as my faithful tongue pronounc'd thy name^ 
Sudden her glances fliot refentful flame: 
Be dumb, Ihe cries, this whining love give o'er. 
And vex me with the teazing theme no more. 

LYCIDAS. 

*Tis pride alone that keeps alive her fcom. 
Can the mean fwain, in humble cottage born. 
Can Poverty that haughty heart obtain. 
Where avarice and ftrong ambition reign ? 
If Poverty pafs by in tatter 'd coat. 
Curs vex his heels and ftrctch their barking throat; 

If 
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Jf chance he mingle in the female croud. 
Pride toiTes high her head. Scorn laughs aloud; 
Each nymph turns from him to her gay gallant, 
-And wonders at the impudence of Want. 
*Tis. vanity that rules all woman-kind, 
Love is the weakeil paffion of their mind. 

DIONE. 

1'hough one is by thofe fervile views poffeft, 
O Lycidas, condemn not all the reft. 

LYCIDAS. 

Though I were bent beneath a load of years. 
And feventy winters thin'd my hoary hairs ; 
Yet, if my olive branches dropt with oil. 
And crooked (hares were brighten*d in my foil. 
If lowing herds my fattening meads poiTeft, 
And my white fleece the tawny mountain dreft ; 
Then would fhe lure me with love-darting glance. 
Then with fond mercenary fmiles advance. 
Though hell with every vice my foul had ftain'd. 
And froward anger in my bofom reign*d. 
Though avarice my coffers cloath'd in ruft. 
And my joints trembled with enfeebled luil ; 
Yet, were my ancient name with titles great. 
How would fhe languifh for the gaudy bait I 
If to her love all-tempting wealth pretend. 
What virtuous woman can her heart defend? 

DIONE. 

Conquefts, thus meanly bought, men foon defpife,* 
And juftly flight the mercenary prize. 

LYCIDAS* 
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LYCXDAS. 

I knovi^ thefe /raildes in her breaft refide. 
Direct her glance^ and every a6ti(m guide. 
Still let Alexis' faithful fiiendfhip aid. 
Once more attempt to bend the ftubbom maid. 
Tell her, no bafe-born fwain provokes her fcora» 
No clown, beneath the fedgy cottage born ; 
Tell her, for her this fylvan drefs I took, . 
For her my name and pomp of Courts forfook; . 
My lofty roofs with golden fculpture fhine. 
And my high birth defcends from ancient line* 

DIONK. 

Love is a facred voluntary fire. 
Gold never bought that pure, that chafte defire. 
Who thinks true love for lucre to pofTefs, 
Shall grafp falfe flattery and the feign'd carefs; 
Ca;i we^believe that mean, that fervile wife. 
Who vilely fells her dear-bought love for life, 
Wo\ild not her virtue for an hour refign. 
If in her fight the proffer'd treafure fhine. 

LYCIDAS. 

Can reafon (when by winds fwift fires are borne 
O'er waving harvefts of autumnal com) 
The driving fury of the flame reprove ? 
Who then fhall reafon with a heart in love I 

DIONE. 

Yet let me fpeak ; O may my words perfuadc 
The noble youth to quit this fylvan maid ! 
Refign thy crook, no more to plains refort, • 
.Look round on all the beauties of the Court ; 

'X:\Nfcti 
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ere Ihall thy merit find a wo 
le. nymph of equal wealth ar 
ink, if thefe offers (hould th 
i fliould the rulHck beauty f 
Y heirt could ne*er prolong 
s fudden blaze would in one 
*n thy rafh folly thou too lat 
poverty and bafe-bom bloo< 
' vulgar tongue ihall animat 
1 hourly difcord vex thy fati 

liYCIDAS. 

h is the force thy faithful w< 
It like the galling goad they 
I think fair virtue in my bre 
\t honeft truth my lip» and a 
uded fhepherdy could you v: 
I *d fee it with deceit and tr< 
\ bafe, perfidious. Ere fror 
e fingled from the tram a b« 
; tender maid my fervent vo 
fervent vows the tender ma 
y doft thou tremble ? — why tl 
y ileal thy filent forrows froi 

DIONS. 

• die foft lamb hides rage wi 
I cooing turtles are with hat< 
en from fo fweet a tongue fl( 
I thofe meek looks a perjurN 
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Ah ! who ftall now on feithlefs man depend? 
The treacherous lover proves as feUe a friend. 

LYCIDAS. 

When with Dione's love my bofom gl<w'd, 
firm conftancy and truth fincere I vow'd; 
But fince Parthenia's brighter charms were kn 
% love, my conftancy and truth are flown. 

DIONB* 

Arc not thy haurs with confcious anguilh ftoi 
Swift vengeance? »n"^ overtake the perjur'd to 
The Gods the c^tt^« °^ injured love affcrt. 
And arm with itabbom pride Parthenia's he 

LTCIDAS* 

Go, try her • tetfiF^ ^^"^ ^^ "^^ ^^^ ^^ 
Stronger ambitioit ^•^ ^^^^'^ ^^^ ^^^• 



DIONE. 

^ mai< 



O rather turn thy tl^^^^^^^ ^^ *^^ ^^^ 

Whofe hourly fiL^ ^^ faithlefs oath upbra 
Think you behold h^^ ^^ *® ^^^ of night, 
Plac'd by the glimm^ ^™^ taper's paly Ught 
With all your Ietter5 ^P^^^^ before her vie 
While trickKng tears t^^^ lender lines bedew 
Sobbing fhe reads the. J^^J^^^s o'er and o' 
And her long nights k:^^*^ Peaceful fleep m 

Let me forget her. 
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C! 
__. dioni 

^' O falfe youi 

^^ Think fhould Parthcnia to th 

When Hymen joins your haiK 

^ Makes the glad echoes of th^ 

^ Then fhall Dione force the c 

^ Kneel at thy feet, and loud f 

_. Could you behold her welteri 

The purple dagger reeking i 

Could you, unmoved, this di 

^ Such &tal fcenes fhall flain tl 

^ LYCIDA 

' The horrid thought fmks dee 
And down my cheek unwillir 

DiONE 

'j^ From this new flame you ma 
^* Ox have you doom*d that gul 

LYCID/ 

'^Name her no more. — ^Hafte, 

,^ DION] 

^jShould the rich proffer temp 
^fBid all your peace adieu. C 
£]^Can you forego your honour 
:^. Yet fhould Parthenia wealth 
eejiWould juftice then reftore D 
Would you then dry her eve 
And blefs with honefl love y( 

Vol. XXXVII. S 



tS% GAY*S POEMS. 

LYCIDAS. 

I '11 in yon* (hade thy wiih'd return attend ; 
Come> quickly come, and cheer thy figUng friend. 

[Exit Lycidas. 

DIONE. 

Should her proud foul refift the tempting bait> 
Should fhe contemn his profier'd wealth and ftate; 
Then I once more his perjured heart may move. 
And in his bofom wake the dying love. 
As the pale wretch involv'd in doubts and fears. 
All trembling in the judgement-hall appears ; 
So fhall I ftand before Parthenia's eyes. 
For as fhe dooms, Dione lives or dies. 
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A C T IV. 

SCENE I. 
Lycidas, Parthenia, ajleep in a Boiber. 

LYCIDAS. 

TlyiT A Y no rude wind the ruftling branches move ; 
^ ^ Breathe foft, ye filent gales, nor wake my Love. 
Ye Shepherds, piping homeward on the way. 
Let not the diftant echoes learn your lay ; 
Strain not, ye nightingales, your warbling thro^^ 
May no loud (hake prolong the (hriller note. 
Left ihe awake ; O Sleep, fecure her eyes. 
That I may gaze ; for, if (he wake, Ihe flies. 
While eafy dreams compofe her peaceful foul. 
What anxious cares within my bofom roll ! 
If tir'd with fighs beneath the beech I lie. 
And languid flumber clofe my weeping eye. 
Her lovely vifion rifes to my view. 
Swift flies the nymph, and fwift would I purfue; 
I flrive to call, my tongue has loil its found; 
Like rooted oaks, my feet benumb'd are bound ; 
Struggling I wake. Again my forrows flow. 
And not one flattering dream deludes my woe. 
What innocence ! how meek is every grace 1 
How fweet the fmile that dimples on her face, 
Calm as the fleeping feas ! but fliould my fighs 
Too rudely breathe, what angry llorms would rife ! 
S 2 Though 
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Though the fair rofe with beauteous blufh is crown'd, 
Beneath her fragrant leaves the thorn is found; 
The peach, that with inviting crimfon blooms. 
Deep at the heart the cankering worm confumes; 
'Tis thus, alas ! thofe lovely features hide 
Difdain and anger and refentfiil pride. 

SCENE n* 
Lycidas, Dione> Parthbnia. 

LYGIDAS. 

Hath profFerM greatnefs yet overcome her hate ? 
And does fhe languifh for the glittering bait? 
Againft the fwain fhe might her pride fupport. 
Can fhe fubdue her fex, and fcorn a Court? 
Perhaps in dreams the fhining vifion charms. 
And the rich bracelet fparkles on her arms ; 
In fancy'd heaps the golden treafure glows : 
Parthenia, wake ; all this thy fwain beftows. 

DIONE. 

Sleeps fhe in thefe clofe bowers ? 

LYCIDAS. 

Lo ! there fhe lies. 

DlONE. 

may no flartling found unfcal her eyes. 
And drive her hence away. 'Till now, in vain 

1 trod the winding wood and weary plain. 

Hence, 
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Hence, Lycidas; beyond tho 
While I thy fortune and thy 1 

Lycida 
May I Parthenia to the frienc 

DlONE 

O rather think on loft Dione' 
Muft fhe thy broken faith for 
And will that jufter paflion n- 

LYClDA 

tJpbraid me not ; but go. H 
•And in her view the bright u 



SCENE 
l^iONE, Part 

dione. 
INow flames the weftem iky w 
^nd the ray kindles on the qu 
Xong flights of crows, high-crc 
>Iow feek the nightly covert o 
The tender grafs with dewy c 
-And gathering vapour from tY 
Shake ofi^this downy i*eft; wa 
Truft not thy charms beneath 
Jarthenia, rife. 

S 3 
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PARTHENIA. 

What voice alarms my ear? 
Away. Approach not. Hah ! Alexis there 1 
Let us together to the vales defcend. 
And to the folds our bleating charge attend ; 
But let me hear no more that fhepherd's name. 
Vex not my quiet with his hateful flame. 

PIONE. 

Can I behold him gafping on the ground. 
And feek no healing herb to (launch the wound? 
For thee continual fighs confume his heart, 
'Tis you alone can cure the bleeding fmart. 
Once more I come the moving caufe to plead. 
If ftill his fufferings cannot intercede. 
Yet let my friendfhip do his paffion right, 
And fhow thy lover in his native light. 

PARTHENIA. 

Why in dark myftery are thy words involv'd ? 
If Lycidas you mean ; know, I *m refolv'd. 

DIONE. 

Let not thy kindling rage my words reflrain. 
Know then, Parthenia flights no vulgar fwain. 
For thee he bears the fcrip and fylvan crook. 
For thee the glories of a Court forfook. 
May not thy heart the wealthy flame decline ! 
His honours, his poflfeflions, all are thine. 

PARTHENIA. 

If he's a Courtier, O ye Nymphs, beware; 

Thofe who moft promife are the leaft fincere. 

The 
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The quick -ey'd hawk (hoots headlong from above. 
And in his pounces bears the trembling dove ; 
The pilfering wolf o'erleaps the fold's defence. 
But the falfe Courtier preys on innocence. 
If he 's a Courtier, O ye Nymphs, beware : 
Thofe who mofl promife are the leaft fincere. 

_ DIONB. 

Alas ! thou ne'er haft prov'd the fweets of State, 
Nor known that female pleafure, to be great. 
*Tis for the town ripe dufters load the poles. 
And all our Autumn crowns the Courtier's bowls j 
For him our woods the red-ey'd pheafant breed. 
And annual coveys in our harveft feed ; 
For him with fruit the bending branch is ftor'd. 
Plenty pours all her bleflings on his board. 
If (when the market to the city calls) 
We chance to pafs beiide his palace-walls. 
Does not his hall with muAck's voice refound. 
And the floor tremble with the dancer's bound? 
Such are the pleafures Lycidas ihall give. 
When thy relenting bofom bids him live. 

PARTHBMIA. 

See yon gay goldfinch hop from (pray to (pray» 
Who fings a farewel to the parting day ; 
At large he flies o'er hill and dale and down ; 
Is not each bufh, each fpreading tree his own? 
And canft thou think he '11 quit his native brier. 
For the bright cage o'er-arch'd with golden wire? 
What then are honours, pomp and gold to me ? 
Are thofe a price to purchafe liberty ? 

S 4 DIOKV, 
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DIONB* 

Think, when the Hymeneal torch fhall blaze. 
And on the folemn rites the virgins gaze ; 
When thy fair locks with glittering gems are graced 
And the bright zone fhall fparkle round thy waift; 
How will their hearts with envious forrow pine. 
When Lycidas ihall join his hand to thine 1 

PARTHENIA. 

And yet, Alexis, all that pomp and Ihow 

Are oft' the varnifti of internal woe. 

When the chafte lamb is from her fibers led. 

And interwoven garlands paint her head ; 

The gazing flock, all envious of her pride. 

Behold her flapping by the Prieftefs* fide; 

Each hopes the flowery wreath with longing eyes; 

While Ihe, alas ! is led to facrifice ! 

Thus walks the bride in all her ftate arrayM, 

The gaze and envy of each thoughtlefs maid. 

DIONE. 

As yet her tongue refifts the tempting ihare. 
And guards my panting bofom from defpair. [Jfia 
Can thy ftrong foul this noble flame forego? 
Mufl fuch a lover wafle his life in woe ? 

PARTHENIA. 

Tell him, his gifts I (com ; not all his art. 
Not all his flattery (hall feduce my heart. 
Courtiers, I know, are difciplin'd to cheat. 
Their infant lips are taught to lifp deceit; 
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To prey on cafy nymphs they range the (hade. 
And vainly boaft of innocence betray'd 5 
Chafte hearts, unlearn'd in falfehood, they aflaiU 
And think our ear will drink the grateful tale. 
No. Lycidas ihall ne'er my peace deflroy* 
I '11 guard my virtue, and content enjoy. 

DIONE. 

-So ftrong a paffion in my bofom burn«. 
Whene'er his foul is gricv'd, Alexis mourns ! 
Canfl thou this importuning ardor blame ? 
Would not thy tongue for fiiendihip urge the fame? 

PARTHENIA. 

Yes, blooming fwain. You ihow an honeft mind^ 

I fee it, with the pureft flame refin'd. 

Who 'ihall compare love's mean and grofs defire 

To tjie chafte zeal of friendlhip's facred fire ? 

By whining love our weaknefs is confcft ; 

But ftronger friendlhip (hows a virtuous breaft. 

In Folly's heart the fliort-liv*d blaze may glow, 

Wifdom alone can purer friendfhip know. 

Love is a fudden blaze which foon decays, 

Friendftiip is like the fun's eternal rays ; 

Not daily benefits exha«ft the flame. 

It itill 13 giving, and iHil bums the fame^ 

And could Alexis ^m his foul remove 

All the low images of groifer love ; 

Such mild, fuch gentle looks thy heart declare. 

Pain would my brcaft thy feithful friendfliip ftiare. 

OIONE. 
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DIONE. 

How dare you in the different fcx confide ? 
And fcek a friendfhip which you ne'er have try*d? 

PARTHENIA. 

Yes, I to thee could give up all my heart. 
From thy chafle eye no wanton glances dart; 
Thy modeft lips convey no thought impure. 
With thee may flridteft virtue walk fecure. 

DIONE. 

Yet can I fafely on the nymph depend, 
Whofe unrelenting fcom can kill my friend I 

PARTHENIA. 

Accufe me not, who aft a generous part ; 
Had I, like city maids, a fraudful heart. 
Then had his proffers taught my foul to feign. 
Then had I vilely ftoopt to fordid gain. 
Then had I figh'd for honours, pomp and gold. 
And for unhappy chains my freedom fold. 
If you would fave him, bid him leave the plain. 
And to his native city turn again ; 
There, fhall his paffion find a ready cure. 
There not one dame refifb the glittering lure. 

DIONE. 

All this I frequent urg'd, but urg'd in vain. 
Alas ! thou only canft affuage his pain ! 



SCENE 



[ »67 1 

SCENE IV. 
DiONB, Parthenia> Lycidas. 

LYCiDAS. [Liftening* 

Why ftays Alexis ? can my bofom bear 
Thus long alternate ftorms of hope and fear ? 
Yonder they walk ; no frowns her brow difguife. 
But love confenting fparkles in her tyts ; 
Here will I liften, here, impatient wait. 
Spare me, Parthenia, and refign thy hate. [^JJtdt. 

PARTHENIA. 

When Lycidas ihall to the Court repair. 
Still let Alexis love his fleecy care ; 
Still let him chafe cool grots and fylvan bowers. 
And let Parthenia (hare his peaceful hours. 

LYCIDAS. 

What do I hear ? my friendfhip is betray'd ; 

The treacherous rival has feduc'd the maid. [J/uk* 

PARTHBNIA, 

With thee, where bearded goats dcfcend the ftecp. 
Or where, like winter's fnow, the nibbling ihecp . 
Cloath the flope hills ; I '11 pafs the cheerful day. 
And from thy reed my voice ihall catch the lay. 
But fee, flill Evening fpreads her dufky wings. 
The flock, flow-moving from the mifly fprings. 

Now 
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Now feek their fold. Come, fhephcrd, let 's away, 
To clofe the lateft labours of the day. 

[Exeunt hand in hand. 

SCENE V. 

LTCIDAS. 

My troubled heart what dire difafters rend ? 
A fcornful miilrefs, and a treacherous friend ! 
Would ye be cozen'd, more than woman can. 
Unlock your bofom to perfidious man. 
One faithful woman have thefe tyes beheld^ 
And againll her this perjur'd heart rebell'd: 
But fearch as far as earth's wide bounds extend. 
Where fhall the wretched find one faithful friend? 

SCENE VI. 
Lycidas, Dione. 

LTCIDAS. 

Why ftarts the fwain ? why turn his eyes away^ 
As if amidil his path the viper lay ? 
Did I not to thy charge my heart confide ? 
Did I not truft thee near Parthenia's fide. 
As here fhe ilept ? 

DiONE. 

—She ftraight my call obey'd. 
And downy flumber left the lovely maid ; 

As 
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As in the morn awakes the folded rofe^ 
And all around her breathing odour throws ; 
So wak'd Parthenia. 

LYCIDAS. 

Could thy guarded heart. 

When her full beauty glow'd, put by the dart ? 
Yet on Alexis let my foul depend ; 
'Tis moft ungenerous to fufpedt a friend. 
And thou, I hope, haft well that name profeft. 

DIONE. 

O could thy piercing eye difcem my breaft ! 
Could* ft thou the fecrets of my bofom fee. 
There every thought is filPd with cares for thee. 

LYCIDAS. 

Is there, againft hypocrify, defence. 
Who cloaths her words and looks with innocence ! 

[Jfide. 
Say, ftiepherd, when you profier*d wealth and ftatc^ 
Did not her fcorn and fuppled pride abate ? 

DIONE. 

As fparkling diamonds to the feather'd train. 
Who fcrape the winnow'd chaff in fearch of grain ; 
Such to the ftiepherde(s the Court appears : 
Content flie feeks, and fpums thoie glittering caress 

LYCIDAS. 

*Tis not in woman grandeur to defpife, 
•Tis not from Courts, from me alone fhe flies. 
Did not my paftion fuffer like difgrace. 
While fhe belie v'd me born of fy Ivan race? 

DofE 
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Doft thou not think, this proudcft of her kind 
Has to fomc rival fwain her heart refign'd ? 

DIONE. 

No rival fhepherd her difdain can move ; 
Her frozen bofom is avcrfe to love. 

LYCIDAS. 

Say, art thou fure, that this ungrateful fair 
Scorns all alike, bids all alike defpair ? 

DIONE. 

How can 1 know the fecrets of her heart ? 

LYCIDAS. 

Anfwer fincere, nor from the queilion fhut. 
Say, in her glance was never love confeft. 
And is no fwain diHinguiih'd from the reft ? 

DIONE. 

O Lycidas, bid all thy troubles ceafe ; 
Let not a thought on her difturb thy peace. 
May juHice bid thy former paffion wake ; 
Think how Dione fuffers for thy fake : 
Let not a broken oath thy honour flain. 
Recall thy vows, and feek the town again. 

LYCIDAS. 

What means Alexis ? where *s thy friendfhip flown ? 
Why am I bani(h*d to the hateful town ? 
Hath fome new fhepherd warm'd Parthenia*s bread ? 
And does my love his amorous hours moleft ? 
Is it for tlus thou bid'il me quit the plain ? 
Yes, yes, thou fondly lov'ft this rival fwain. 

When 



DION 

;n firft my cheated foul thy 
my wann heart I took the 
life Alexis! 

DIONE. 

—Why am I 
' jealous mind is by weak f 

LYCIDAS 

1 not my bofom fraught wi 
I thou not plead his caufe> 
not thy tongue evaiive anf 
confcious crimfon rifes on 
coward confciencc, by th 
es in each joints and own 

BIONE. 

my poor heart is wrong'd 

LYCIDAS 

not detedled falfehood to 

DIONE. 

ire, left blind fufpicion ra 

LYCIDAS 

thyfelf then the rival of 
is be fhe for whom Alexi* 
now no more is to thy vo^ 
nd the thicket's twiftcd v< 
:nefs'd every tender thing 
f bright pleafure kindle in 
: warm'd each feature at i 
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DIONE. 

Yet hear me fpeak. 

LYCIDAS. 

In vain is all defence. 
Did not thy treacherous hand condudl her hence? 
Hafte, from my fight. Rage burns in every vein; 
Never approach my juft revenge again. 

DIONE. 

O fearch my heart ; there injured truth thou*lt find. 

LYCIDAS. 

Talk not of Truth; long fmce fhe left mankind. 
So fmooth a tongue ! and yet fo falfe a heart ! 
Sure Courts firfl taught thee fawning friendfhip's art! 
No. Thou art falfe by nature. 

DIONE. 

Let me clear 

This heavy charge, and prove my trufl iincere» 

LYCIDAS. 

Boaft then her favours ; fay what happy hour 
Next calls to meet her in the appointed bower ; 
Say, when and where you met. 

DIONE. 

——Be rage fuppreft. 
In ftabbing mine, you wound Parthenia's breaft. 
She faid, Ihe ftill defy'd Love's keeneft dart ; 
Yet purer friendffiip might divide her hearty 
Friendfhip's fincerer bands ihe wifh'd to prove. 

LYCIDAS. 
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LYCIDAS. 

A woman's friendihip ever ends in lonre. 

Think not thefe fooliih tales my ^th command ; 

Did not I fee thee prefs her fnowy hand? 

O may her paflion like thy friendihip lad ! 

May flie betray thee ere a day be paft ! 

Hence then . Away. Thou *9% hateful to my fight> 

And thas I ipom the fawning hypocrite. 

[Exit Lyddas. 

SCENE VU. 

DIONE* 

Was ever grief like mine ! O wretched maid ! 
My friendihip wrong'd ! my conftant love betrayM ! 
Misfortune haunts my fteps where'er I go. 
And all my days are overcaft with woe. 
Long have I ftrove th' increafing load to bear» 
Now faints my foul, and finks into defpair. 
O lead me to the hanging mountain's cell. 
In whofe brown cliffs the fowls of darknefi dwell; 
Where waters, trickling down the nfted wall. 
Shall lull my (brrows with the tinkling Bdl. 
There feek thy grave. How canfl thou bear the lights 
When banifli'd ever from £vander*s fight ! 
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SCENE VIII- 
DiONB, Laura. 

LAURA. 

Why hangs a cloud of grief upon thy brows ? 
Does the proud nymfh accept Evander's tows? 

DIONE. 

Can I bear life with thefe new pangs oppreft ! 
Again he tears me from Im falthlefs bread : 
A perjur'd lover fir ft he fought thefe plains > 
And now my friendfhip like my love difdains. 
As I liew offers to Parthenia inadei 
Canceal'd he ftood behind the woodbine (hade. 
He fays, my treacherous tongue his heart bctray'd, 
That my falfe fpecchcs have miiled the maid; 
With gpoundlefs fear he thus his foul deceives ; 
What frejnj^y di£bttes» jealoufy believes. 

LAURA. . 

Refign thy crook, put off this manly veil. 
And let the wrong'd Dione (land confeft ; 
Wiien he Ihall learn what forrows thou haft borne, 
And find that nought relents Parthenia's fcorn. 
Sure he will pity thee. 

DiONE. 

——No, Laura, no. 

Should I^ alas ! the fylvan drefs forego^ 

Then 
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1 might he think that I her pride fiunent> 
; tnjur'd love inftroAs me to reient ; . 
fecret enterprize might fatal prove : 
flies the plague of perfecuting love* 

LAVRA* 

d Parthenia ; left his rage grov^ warm* 
jealoufy reiblve fome fatal harmt 

DIONE. , 

aura, if thou chance the youth to iij;id> 
him what torments vex my anxious mind ^ . 
lid I once more his awful prefence feek, 
filent tears would bathe my glowing cheek | 
ifing fighs my faultering voice be ftay'd, 
trembling fear too foon confefs the maid, 
e, Laura, then ; his vengeful foul afluage^ 
him, I 'm guiltlefs ; cool his blinded rage ; 
him that truth fmcere my friendfhip brought^ 
Kim not cherifh one fufpicious thought. 
1, to convince him his diftruft was vaiui 
never, never fee that nymph again, 
way he went. 

LAURA. 

——See, at the call of nighty 
flar of evening fheds his fdver light 
I o'er yon* weftem hill : the cooling gales 
h odours breathe along the winding dales ; 
from their home as yet our (hepherds ftray^ 
:lo/e with chearful walk the fultry day. 

T 2 Methinks 
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Methinks from far I hear the piping Twain ; 
Hark, in the breeze now fwellsj now finks the &mn\ 
Thither I '11 feek him. 



—While this length of gladc 
Shall lead me penfive through the fable ihade; 
Where on the branches murmur rufhing winds^ 
Grateful as falling floods to love-fick minds ; 
O may this path to Death's dark vale defcend ! 
There only can the wretched hope a friend. 



ACT 
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ACT V. 

SCENE I. 
A Wood. 

DiONE, Cleanthes (^boliesnvoundedinadijtaitt 
part oftbeftage). 

DIONS. 

'TpHE moon fercnc now climbs th* aerial way; 
Sec, at her fight ten thoufand ftars decay: 
With trembling gleam fhe tips the filent grove. 
While all beneath the chequer'd fhadows move. 
Turn back thy filver axles, downward roll, 
Darknefs bcft fits the horrors of my foul. 
Rife, rife, ye clouds ; the face of heaven deform. 
Veil the bright Goddefs in a fable fiorm : 
O look not down upon a wretched maid I 
Let thy bright tordi the happy lover aid. 
And light his wandering footfieps to the bower 
Where the kind nymph attends th' appointed hour. 
Yet thou hafi feen unhappy love^ like mine; 
Did not thy lamp in heaven's blue forehead fiune. 
When T)dibe fought her love along the glade ? 
Didft thou not then behold the gleaming blade. 
And gild the fatal point that fiabb'd her breafi? 
Soon I> like her> fiiall feek the realms of refl. 
Let groves of mournful yew a wretch furround! 
O footh my ear with melancholy found ! 

T 3 The 
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The vaiagc-curs now ftretch their yelling throati 
And dogs from diftant cots return the note ; 
The ravenous wolf along the valley prowls. 
And with his famifh'd cries the mountain howls. 
But hark ! what fudden noife advances near ? 
Repeated groans alarm my frighted ear ! 

CLEANTHES. 

Shepherd, approach ; ah 1 fly not through the glade. 
A wretch aU dy'd with wooiKib invokes thy aid. 

DIONB. 

Say then, unhappy ftranger, how you bled ; 
Colle£l thy fpirits, raife thy drooping head. 

[Cleanthes raifes bimfelfon bis arm 

horrid fight ! Cleanthes gafping lies ; 

And Death^s black ihadows float before his eyes. 
Unknown in this difguife, I *11 check my woe. 
And learn what bloody hand has ftruck theblow. l^fitk. 
Say, youth, ere Fate thy feebk voice confounds. 
What led thee hither ? whence thefe puiple wounds ? 

CLEANTllES. 

Stay, fleeting life ; may ftrength a-whiie pt«rail. 
Left my clos'd lips confine th* imperfed tale. 
Ere the ftreak'd Eaft grew warm with amber ray, 

1 frpm the city took my doubtful way ; 

Far o'er the plains T fought a beauteous maid. 
Who, from the Court, in thefe wide forefts ftray'd; 
Wanders unknown; as I, with weary pain, 
Tfy'd every path, and opening glade, in vain; 

A band 
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A band of thieves » foith-ruihing from the wood, 
Unfheath'd their daggers warm with daily blood; 
Deep in my breaft the barbarous fteel is dy'd. 
And purple hands the gplden prey divide. 
Hence are thefe mangling wounds. Say, gentle fwain^ 
If thou hail known among the fylvan train 
The vagrant nymph I feek ? 

DIONB. 

•—-What mov'd thy care. 
Thus, in thefe pathlefs wilds, to fearch the fair? 

CLEANTHES. 

I charge you, O ye daughters of the grove. 
Ye Naiads, who the mofly fountains love. 
Ye happy fwains, who range the paftures wide. 
Ye tender nymphs, who feed your flocks^ befide; 
If my laft gafping breath can pity move. 
If e'er ye knew the pangs of flighted love. 
Show her, I charge you, where Cleanthes dy*d; 
The grafs yet reeking with the fanguine tide.. 
A father's power %o me the virgin gave. 
But (he difdain'd to live a nuptial flave;^ 
So Red her native home. 

DidNB. 

— — *Tis then from tl^er 
Springs the foul (burce of all her n^ifery. 
Could'ft thou, thy felfiih appetite to pleafe, 
Condcnm to endle& woes another's peace f 
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CLEANTHES. 

O fpare me ; nor my haplefs love upbraid. 
While on my heart Death's frozen hand is lud ! 
Go, feek her, guide her where Cleanthes bled; 
When (he furveys her lover pale and dead. 
Tell her, that, fince fhe fled my hateful fight. 
Without remorfe I fought the realms of night. 
Methinks I fee her view thefe poor remains. 
And on her cheek indecent gladnefs reigns ! 
Full in Jier prefence cold Cleanthes lies. 
And not one tear (lands trembling in her eyes ! 
O let a figh my haplefs fate deplore 1 
Cleanthes now controls thy love no more. 

DXONE. 

How fhall my lids confine thefe rifing woes? [JJUi* 

CLEANTHES. 

O might I fee her, ere Death's finger clofe 
Theie eyes for evjer 1 might her foften'd breaft 
Forgive my love with too much ardor preft ! 
Then I with peace could yield my lateft breath. 

DIONE. 

Shall I not calm the fable hour of death. 

And ftiew myfelf before him I — Ha I he dies. 

See from his trembling lip the fpirit flies ! [JJt^e, 

Stay yet awhile. Dione ftands confeft. 

He knows me not. He faints, he finks to reft. 

CLEANTHES. 

Tell her, fince all my hopes in her were loft. 
That death was welcome—— [Dies, 

DiONE. 
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DXONE* 

What fudden gufts of grief my bofom rend ! 
A parent's curfes o'er my head impend* 
For difobedient vows ; O wretched maid, 
Thofc very vows Evander hath betray 'd. 
Sec, at thy feet Cleanthes bath'd in blood! 
l^or love of thee he trod this lonely wood ; 
Thou art the cruel authorefs of his fate ; 
He falls by diine ; thou, by Evander's hate. 
When fhall my foul know reft ? Cleanthes flain 
No longer fighs and weeps for thy difdain. 
Thou ftill art curft with love. Bleed, virgin, bleed. 
How (hall a wretch from anxious life be freed ! 
My troubled brain with fudden frenzy bums. 
And (hatter'd thought now this, now that way tarvks* 
What do I fee thus glittering on the plains ? 
Ha ! the dread fword yet warm with crimfon ftains ! 

[Takes up the dagger* 

SCENE IL 

DiONE, Parthenia« 

PARTHENXA. 

Sweet is the walk when night has cooPd the hour. 
This path direfts me to my fylvan bower. [Jfide. 

DIONE. 

Why is my foul with fudden fear difmay'd ? 

Why drops my trembling hand the pointed blade?- 

O firing my arm with force ! [Jfide. 

PARTHENXA. 
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PARTHINIA. 

*«— Methonght m ndife 
Broke through the Beat air, like hiuDan voice. [JfiM, 

DIONE. 

One well-aim'd blow (hall all my pangs remove, 
Grafp firm the fatal fteel, and cea^ to love. [JjUi* 

PARTHENIA. 

Sure 'twas Alexis. Ha! a fword difplay'd! 

The ilreaming luftre darts acrds the ihade. [Jjkk. 

DIONE. 

May Heaven n^ vigour to my ibid inqMut> 

And guide the defperate weapon to. my heart ! [JjUt* 

PARTHEXIA. 

May I the meditated deatharreft! [HoUtDimt^shatul. 
Strike not, rafli fhepherd ; fparc Ay guiltlefi breafL 
O give me ftrength to ftay the threatened harm* 
And wrench the dagger from his lifted arm I 

DIONE. 

What cruel hand with-holds the welcome blow I 
In giving life, you but prolong my woe. 
O may not thus th' expeded ftroke impend ! 
Unloofe thy grafp, and let fwift death defcend. 
But if yon* murder thy red hands hath dy'd; 
Here. Pierce me deep ; let forth the vital tide. 

[Dione quits the da^m 

PARTHENIA. 

Wait not thy fate ; but tins way turn thy eyes : 
My virgin hand no purple murder dyes* 

Tom 
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Turn then, Alexii ; and Parthcnia knOW^ 
*Tis (he protedls thee from the fiital blow. 

dione. 
Mull the night-watches by my fighs be told? 
And muft thefe eyes another morn behold 
Through dailiig floods of tears ? Ungenerous maid. 
The friendly ftroke k by thy hand delay *d; 
Call it not mercy to prolong my breath ; 
*Tis but to torture me with lingering death, 

>ARTHENIA. 

What moves thy hand to aft this bloody part ? 
Whence are thefe gnawing pangs that tear thy heart? 
Is that thy friend who lies before thee flain? 
Is it his wound that reeks upon the plain ? 
Is 't Lycidas ? 

DIONE. 

—No. I the ftranger found. 
Ere chilly death his frozen tongue had bound. 
He faid; " As at the rofy dawn of day. 
He from the city took his vagrant way, 
A murdering band pour'd on him from the wood, 
Firftfeiz'dhis gold, then badi'dtheirfwords in blood." 

l^ARTHENIA. 

You, whofe ambition labours to be great. 
Think on the perils which on iWics wait. 
Safe are die (he|Aerd's paths ; when (dbet Even 
Streaks widi pale light the bending arch of Heaven, 
From danger free, through deferts wild he hies. 
The riling finoke far o'er the mountain fpies. 
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Which marks his dillant cottage; on he fares. 
For him no murderers lay their nightly fiiares ; 
They pafs him by, they turn their fteps away: 
Safe Poverty was ne'er the villain's prey. 
At home he lies fecure in eafy fleep. 
No bars his ivy-mantled cottage keep ; 
No thieves in dreams the fancy'd dagger hold. 
And drag him to deteft the buried gold ; 
Nor darts he from his couch aghaft and pale. 
When the door murmurs with the hollow gale. 
While he, whofe iron coffers ruft with wealth. 
Harbours beneath his roof Deceit and Stealth ; 
Treachery with lurking pace frequents his walks. 
And clofe behind him horrid Murder ftalks. 
'Tis tempting lucre makes the villain bold : 
There lies a bleeding facrifice to gold. 

DIONE. 

To live, is but to wake to daily cares. 
And journey through a tedious vale of tears. 
Had you not rufh'd between, my life had flown ; 
And I, like him, no more had forrow known, 

PARTHENIA. 

When anguifti in the gloomy bofom dwells. 
The counfel of a friend the cloud difpels. 
Give thy breafl vent, the fecret grief impart. 
And fay what woe lies heavy at thy heart. 
To fave thy life, kind Heaven has fuccour fent. 
The Gods by me thy threatened fate prevent. 

DIONE. 
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DIONE. 

No. To prevent it, is beyond thy power ; 
Thou only canft defer the welcome hour. 
When you the lifted dagger tum'd afide. 
Only one road to death thy force deny'd ; 
Still fate is in my reach. From mountains high. 
Deep in whofe fhadow craggy ruins lie. 
Can J not headlong fling this weight of woe. 
And daih out life againfl the flints below ? 
Are there not ilreams, and lakes, and rivers wide. 
Where my laft breath may bubble on the tide ? 
No. Life fhall never flatter me again. 
Nor fhall to-morrow bring new fighs and pain. 

PARTHBNIA. 

Can I this burthen of thy foul relieve. 
And calm thy grief? 

DIONE. 

*— If thou wilt comfort give. 
Plight me thy word, and to that word be juft; 
When poor Alexis fhall be laid in dull. 
That pride no longer fhall command thy mind. 
That thou wilt fparc the friend I leave behind^ 
I know his virtue worthy of thy breafl. 
Long in thy love may Lycidas be bleft ! 

PARTHENIA. 

That fwain (who would my liberty control. 
To pleafe fome fhort-livM tranfport of his foul) 
Shows, while his importuning flame he moves. 
That 'tis not me, himfelf alone he loves.^ 

O live. 
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O live, nor leave him by misfortune preft : 
'Tis fhamefiil to defert a Mend diibeft. 

DIONE. 

Alas ! a wretch like me no lofs would prove. 
Would kind Parthenia liften to his love. 

?ARTHENIA. 

Why hides thy bofom this myfterious grief? 
Eafe thy o'erburthen'd heart, and hope relief. 

DIOKE. 

What profits it to touch thy tender iM-eail, 
With wrongs, like mine, which ne'er can be redreft? 
liCt in my heart the fatal fecret die. 
Nor call lip forrow in another's eye ! 

SCENE III. 
DiONE, Parthenia, Lycidas. 

LYCIDAS. 

If Laura right direft the darkfome ways. 

Along thefe paths thepenfive ftiepherd ftrays. ^Jfidi* 

DfONE. 

Let not a tear for me roll down thy cheek. 

would my throbbing fighs my heart-ltrihgs break ! 
Why was my breaft the lifted ftroke deny'd? 
Muft then again the deathful deed be try'd? 

Yes. 'Tis reCblv'd, 

[Snatches the dagger from Parthenia. 

1 . parthenia. 
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PAKTHENIA. 

.■■-. Ah» hold ; forbear, forbear ! 

LYCIDAS. 

Methought Diftrefs with fhrieks alarmed my car. 

PAKTHSNIA. 

Strike not. Ye Gods, defend him from the wound ! , 

LYCIDAI. 

Yes. 'Tis Parthenia's voice, I know the found. 
Some fylvan ravifticr would force the maid* 
And Laura fent me to her virtue's aid. 
Dkj' villain, die; and feek the (hades below. 

[Lycid2LS fnatches the dagger from 'Diontf and 
fiabi her. 

DIOKE. 

Whoe'er thou art, I blefs thee for the blow* 

LYCIDAS. 

Since Heaven ordain'd this arm tliy life fhould guard, 
O hear my vows ! be love the juft reward. 

PARTHENIA. 

Rather let vengeance, with her fwifteft fpeed. 
Overtake thy flight, and recompence the deed ! 
Why ftays the thunder in the upper iky ? 
Gather, ye clouds ; ye forky lightnings, fly : 
On thee may all the wrath of Heaven defcend> 
Whofe barbarous hand hath (lain a faithful friend. 
Behold Aie^ds! 
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LYCIDAS* 

—Would that treacherous bo 
Have forc'd thy virtue to his brutal joy ? 
What rouz'd his paffion to this bold advance ? 
Did e'er thy eyes confefs one willing glance ? 
I know, the faithlefs youth hb truft betray'd ; 
And well the dagger hath my wrongs repaid. 

DIONS. \Raifing herfelf on her 4 
Breaks not Evander's voice along the glade ? 
Ha ! is it he who holds the reeking blade 1 
There needed not or poifon, fword> or dart ; 
Thy faithleis vows, alas ! had broke my heart, [j 

FARTHENIA. 

O tremble, fhepherd, for thy ralh offence. 
The fword is dy'd with murder'd innocence ! 
His gentle foul no brutal paflion fei%'d. 
Nor at my bofom was the dagger rais'd ; 
Self-murder was his aim ; the youth I found 
Whelm'd in de(pair, and ftay'd the falling wou 

DIONE. 

Into what mifchiefs is the lover led. 
Who calls down vengeance on his perjur*dhea< 
O may he ne*er bewail this defperate deed. 
And may, unknown, unwept, Dione bleed ! [^ 

LYCIDAS. 

What horrors on the guilty mind attend ! 
His confcience had reveng'd an injur'd friend, 
Hadft thou not held the ftroke. In death he fouj 
To lofe the heart-confuming pain of thought. 
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Did not the fmooth-tongu'd boy perfidions prove* 
Plead his. own paflion> and betray my love? 

DIONI. 

O let him ne*er this bleeding victim know ; 
Left his raih tranrport, to revenge the blow. 
Should in his dearer heart the dagger ftain ! 
That wound would pierce my foul with double paip* 

[Jfide. 

PARTHENIA. 

How did his faithful lips (now pale and cold) 
With moving eloquence thy griefs unfold ! 

LYCXDAS. 

Was he thus faithful? thus, to friendihip true? 
Then I 'm a wretch. All peace of mind, adieu ! 
If ebbing life yet beat within thy vein, 
Alexis, fpeak; unclofe thofe lids again. 

[Flings himfelfon the ground near Dione. 
See at thy feet the barbarous villain kneel ! 
'Tis Lycidas who grafps the bloody Heel, 
Thy once-lov'd friend. — Yet, ere 1 ceafe to live, 
Canft thou a wretched penitent forgive ? 

DIONE. 

When low beneath the fable mould I reft. 

May a fmcerer friendftiip ftiare thy breaft ! 

Why are thofe heaving groans ? (ah ! ceafe to weep !) 

May my loft name in dark oblivion fleep ; 

Let this fad tale no fpeaking ftone declare, 

from future eye* to draw a pitying tear. 

Vol. XXX VIL U Let 
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Let o'er my gra^e the leveling pfoog^^^-fliate jm&g 
Mark net the fjpot ; forget that e'er I was. 
Then niay*ft thou with Parthenia's love be bleft> 
And not one thovtght on me dify joys moleft *. 
My fwimntifig eyes are overpower'd with light» 
And darkening fiiadows fleet before my fight: 
May'ft thou be happy ! ah ! my foid is free. [Diei 

LYCIDAS. 

O cruel fhepherdefs, for love of thee [To Parthenia 
This fatal deed w^ done. 

SCENE THE LAST. 
Lycidas> Part^enia, Laura. 

LAURA. 

—i^ Alexis Jl*ii ! 

L^rCIDASr 

Yes. 'Twasldidit* See this crimfon flain ! 
My hands with blood of innocence are dy*d. 
O may the moon her filver beauty hide 
In rolling clouds 1 my foul abhors the light ; 
Shade, Ihade the .murderer in eternd night! 

LAURA. 

No rival fhepherd is before thee laid ; 
There bled the chafteft, the fmcercft maid 
That ever ligh'd for love. On her pale face. 
Cannot thy weeping eyes the feature trace 
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Of tty once dear Dione ? With wan care 
Sunk are thofe eyes, and livid with defpair! 

LYCIDAS. 

Dione ! 

LAURA, 

•^— There pure coulbuicy li^ dea4 ! 

LYCIDAS. 

May Heaven Ihower vengeance on diis perjur'd head ! 
As the dry branch that withers on the ground. 
So, blafted be the hand that gave the wound ! 
Off; hold me not. This heart deferves the ftroke ; 
'Tis black with treachery. Yes : the vows are broke 

[Stah him/elf. 
Which I fo often fwore. Vain world, adieu ! 
Though I was falfe in life, in death I 'm true. [Z>/V/» 

LAURA. 

To-morrow fhall the funeral rites be paid. 
And thefe Love-vi6tims in one grave be laid* 

FARTHENIA. 

There fliall the yew her fable branches fpreadf 
And mournful cyprefs rear her fringed head. 

LAURA. 

From thence flia^l Ayme and myrtle fend perfumej 
And laurel ever-green o'erfhade the tomb. 

FARTHENIA. 

Come, Laura, let us leave this horrid wood> 
Where flreams the purple grafs with lovers' blood; 
U z Come 
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Come to my bower. And, as we forrowing go. 
Let poor Dione's ftory feed my woe 
With heart-relieving tears. * 

LAURA. [ Pointing to Dione. 

■! ^Unhappy maid I 

Hadft thou a parent's jufl command obey'd. 
Thou yet hadfl liv'd.— But who fhall Love advife? 
Love fcoms command, and breaks all other ties. 
!l^ncefbrth, ye iwains, be true to vows profeft; 
For certain vengeance ftrikes the perjur'd breaft. 
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